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The Event 


Author's Notes: 
Hear me out. | stumbled upon the video for Madonna\'s Express Yourself and well, the wheels started turning. 


The building was enormous and reached toward the sky. It was dark grey and anonymous, except for the large 
M with its sharp, threatening serifs, that glowed in red above the main entrance. The four lower floors took 
up an entire city block while a skyscraper stood in the very middle. The tower was massive and at the very 
top was a glass rectangular observatory which was part of the penthouse residence of the building's owner 
and his companion. Some say it used to be an office building housing the law firms, accounting firms, marketing 
firms, and publishing firms of the young, upwardly mobile professional. Some say it was always the dark and 
dreary power plant it is today, always coughing and spewing out the dark black smoke that could be seen 


through the haze of any given day in the new New York. 


Mustaine Power And Energy had been barely clearing a profit and in danger of closing down before the Event. 
After, thanks to his government and military contacts, Dave Mustaine and his power plant were the only (high 
priced) game in town His energy plant was the only one in the city. The only one in the entire tri-state area, 


Anybody who wanted to have electricity or heat in their homes paid a premium for it. That included all local, 


city, and state governments, along with several federal government outposts in the area. Civilians with power in 


their homes were both very, very well off and very, very brave. And often times, very, very armed. 


Everybody laughed at Mustaine when he began studying the Large Hadron Collider. They laughed when he 
affectionately referred to it as the Super Collider. And he let them. Let people point and titter behind his back. 
Let people question his sanity. While he let them believe he was purely interested in the Super Collider for 
energy's sake, he was studying it for an entirely different reason, to find its weaknesses, to find out the 


damage one could do. 


Nobody knows how a nearly bankrupt energy company funded it, but Mustaine's particle collider was built in 
upstate New York, in a very quiet rural town near the site of the original Woodstock festival. The Large 
Hadron Collider lies in a tunnel seventeen miles in circumference and as deep as 514 feet. Mustaine's Super 
Collider's tunnel was twenty-five miles in circumference but only a little more than 300 feet deep. The 
engineers that were employed to build it often questioned Mustaine and raised concern about the shallow site. 
After he tossed more money at them and fired a couple of them, the rest decided to stop asking. 


The blast, assisted with enough C-4 to take out an entire city, occurred at 9:13 AM on Tuesday, September 
3th, 20I. t was a little narcissistic, even Mustaine had to admit. It was his fiftieth birthday. Life in the United 
States, and most of Canada, had changed forever. A deadly toxin was released by the blast. Everything had 
come to a grinding halt. Without power, electricity, everything collapsed. How very coincidental that Mustaine's 
power grid was the first, and only, to go back online while it was his own particle collider which had blown and 


caused the power failure to begin with. 


He was a misunderstood soul. He didn't want the power. He didn't want to rule the world. He just wanted 
someone to pay him. A lot. But he'd be lying if he claimed not to derive pleasure from watching those beneath 
him suffer. 


For the first year, people suffered tremendously, several million people were killed by the spread of the toxic 
gas. Those who were not killed were displaced. As resources ran out or became too expensive for regular blue 


collar people to afford, crime increased. Rioting, robbery, and looting escalated to rape, murder and chaos. The 


redhead watched it all from high in the sky. 


His companion was a pretty honey-blonde man with large, innocent eyes the very color of autumn leaves and a 
nose which was slightly too big for his face. He was quiet and kind. He was trapped. There was a time, several 
years ago, when he fell in love with a young, dashing Mustaine. He fell for the man's intensity and ambition, for 
his drive and his spark. There was a time when the couple was happy in love. That changed as Mustaine grew 
richer and more powerful. Now, even if his companion wanted to leave, he couldn't. He had become just another 
possession to be hoarded. Mustaine employed a security system in the penthouse that was armed from the 
outside. David had also watched the demise of his beloved city from high above it. He hated Mustaine. Hated 
that the man he fell in love with was replaced by this money-hungry power monger who showered him with 
clothes and jewelry and other gifts, came to his bedroom whenever he pleased and forced himself upon David. 


Above all, he hated Mustaine for hurting so many other people. 


Before the Event, there were three hundred people in Mustaine's employ. After, eleven hundred. Many of them 
were lawyers, PR men, accountants, authors, artists, and musicians. Most of whom were no longer needed in 
the new New York He paid them little and worked them a lot. Two hundred of them were assigned to a special, 
secret project taking place deep beneath the ground. Mustaine hand selected the two hundred most physically 
fit of his employees and beneath the building they were sequestered to work and live. 


It was hot and grimy down there. The hours were long and the pay was non-existent. They labored on various 
steam-powered pipes and cogs. None of the men knew what they were helping to build and none of them knew 
why they were selected into this slavery. Slavery was essentially what it was. There were armed guards at 
the only two entrances to the subterranean space. They were given bread and broth and the occasional rotten 
vegetable to eat. They slept in prison-style cells, three men to a cell. Showers were a thing of the past, as 
most modern conveniences were. Any man who had a family was given verbal updates from the supervisor, 


never knowing if the information was accurate or not. 


One man stood out from the others. He was tall with long, dark brown hair and a stringy beard. He had happy 
chocolate eyes and tattoos across his chest and down his arms. He also had a big mouth. And it got him all 
kinds of trouble. He'd been beaten, he'd been starved, he'd even been chained to his rusted, metal bunk. He'd 
also been the first man challenged in the team's newest way to pass the time; fist fighting. He'd managed to 
beat his opponent and accepted any new challenger. So far, he was undefeated in the underground boxing league. 
He'd even taunted some of the guards into placing wagers on him. When they won, he was less likely to get his 


ass beat for mouthing off to them. He was making them money. 


So what if he had to find the occasional bucket of water and rag to wash the blood away from his blackened 


eye or broken nose? It was a way to pass the time and work out some of his energy. 


After his last match, he happened to look up and find a clean, well-dressed redhead standing on the catwalk, 
watching him with a scowl on his face. Dave grinned, spat some blood on the floor, and waved. The redheaded 


huffed and turned his back. 


While the boss chose to watch some of these boxing matches in person, his companion would creep into the 
surveillance room in the penthouse and watch on a monitor. He was captivated by the dark haired boxer, not 
only by his tattoed body but by his attitude also. David found himself leaning forward, studying everything 
about the man while he stroked the black cat in his lap. 


Most of Mustaine's gifts were thoughtless and impersonal, even if they did cost a fortune. Every frivolous 
item in the new era cost a fortune. Furniture, clothing, jewelry, even candy. It all meant nothing to David. But 
when Mustaine gave him a tiny black kitten with jade green eyes for Christmas, David had practically squealed 
with joy. He named the kitten Coal and happily, almost happily, accepted the redhead into his bed that night. 


Gifts 


He immediately fell in love with the kitten. Mustaine might have thought he was just giving David another gift. 
A cute and sweet little gift. Little did he realize he was giving David a purpose. A reason to get out of bed in 
the morning. A tiny, brand new life depended on David, who proved to be a very good caregiver. He always 
made sure Coal had the best food possible, he made sure Coal was given milk, but not too much. David set up 
litter boxes throughout the penthouse and cleaned them once per day. He sent out for some carpet scraps and 
wooden boards and built Coal a little tree to climb and scratch and hide. He provided other interesting toys and 
games to the kitten. Coal grew up quickly under David's care. He became David's best and only friend. The two 
of them did everything together. Coal followed David around the penthouse with large, curious green eyes 
always watching David. Much to Mustaine's chagrin, the cat was always present. 


"Never would have given you that fleabag if I'd known it would always be around" He grunted into David's ear 


as he continued to drill the younger man. 


David lay still beneath the redhead and kept his eyes on his friend. Coal sat atop the bedside table and silently 
kept watch. 


"Get out of herel" Mustaine growled and waved a hand at the cat in an attempt to swat it 
The cat hissed and jumped down to the floor. David scowled at the other's smug grin 
"Stupid cat 

When he was finished, he dropped a trinket on the bed, dressed and left. 


David wrapped the buttery soft satin sheet around his body and called the cat's name. Coal slipped out from 
underneath the bed and gave David a questioning look. 


| know." The man muttered. "I'm sorry." 
He scooped the cat up and set it on his lap. Coal mewled and still stared at David's face. 
"One day, | promise, we'll get out of here." David whispered as a tear slid down his cheek. 


The cat sat up on its hind legs and placed two paws on the man's shoulder. It used its sandpapery tongue to 
lick up the tear and kiss David's face. The man gently wrapped his arms around the cat and held it close. 


After a moment, Coal scolded David and squirmed out of his embrace. The cat moved to the bed and picked up 
the trinket in its mouth. David looked closely at the present left behind by Mustaine and realized it was the 
last string he needed. 


"Look!" He cried out as he pulled the string from Coal's mouth. "That last string | needed for the bass!" 

Quickly he ran to retrieve the old, silver, four string bass guitar. He sat down and tenderly laid the bass in his 
lap. It was another gift from Mustaine. About a year ago, he gave David his guitar back without the strings 
and told him he had to earn those. It had taken him the entire year to earn the strings. A year on his back. 
But it had been worth it, he thought. Soon, Mustaine would gift him with the practice amp he knew the 
redhead kept somewhere. 

"Soon" He muttered out loud. 

Coal rubbed himself against David's leg. 


"How soon, Coal? Another fucking year? Another year as his slave?" 


David tuned the bass guitar and plucked a few chords. The strings cut into his fingers and made him realize 
just how long it's been since he played. Carefully, he returned the guitar to its stand and stood, admiring it. 


"Coal, when | was a lot younger, | used to play that alongside Dave, on stages around the world. Do you know 


what we called ourselves?" He look at the cat. 
The cat looked up at him with what David thought was a scowl. 


"We called ourselves the world's most state of the art speed metal band" David told Coal with a sad laugh. 


"Even then, he was obsessed with power." 


The following night, David was playing with Coal, on the floor of the bedroom, on his hands and knees. He rolled 
an old golf ball toward the cat. Coal batted it with a paw and sent it rolling across the thick carpet. It settled 
up against the stand that the bass guitar sat in. 

“That's it, Coal. l'm going to tell him. I'm going to make him give it to me!" David stood up and turned to find his 
robe. With a grim, determined expression, David cinched the tie of his robe and turned to the door. Coal 
mewled at him and crawled between his feet, finally settling in front of the door. 

"Move." 

The cat blinked its bright green eyes as it peered up at David. 


"Coal, please." 


It meowed again 


David sighed and picked the cat up in on arm. He turned the door handle with the other hand, opened the door 
and then put Coal back down. 


"Where is he?" David asked the "porter" who stood in wait in the hall. He wasn't a porter, he was a guard 
meant to keep an eye on David. 


"He does not wish to be disturbed, Mr. Ellefson" 

‘| don't care. Where is he?" 

"He is working and will join you at a later hour." 

"Bullshit" He scoffed. He knew exactly where Dave was now. 


Pushing past the guard, David hurried down the hall to Dave's office. He burst through the door with a fury, 


the green silk of his robe rustling after him. The scene he walked in on made David gasp. 


Dave sat in a blood red leather, high wing-backed chair, completely naked, with one hand around his hard cock. 
He faced a large, round, glass enclosure in which there were three people; two men and a woman. One man was 
completely naked except for a thick metal collar around his neck from which a chain extended to the woman's 
hand. He was down on the floor, on all fours with his face in the other man's crotch, obviously giving the man 
a blowjob. The second man's black leather trousers were bunched at his ankles and he wore a shiny black ski 
mask, covering his entire face, only his dark eyes visible. What was most disturbing to David, however, was the 
woman, She wore a very tight, very retro styled black girdle with pointed bra cups and a garter belt attached 
to sheer black stockings. She wore uncomfortably high black stiletto heels. Her make-up was very heavy and 
almost theatrically garish, with bright red lips outlined too big for her face and black eyeliner purposely 
streaking down her cheeks. In one hand, she held onto the chain and in the other was a long, slender, black stick 
not unlike a policeman's baton. She teased the poor man who was on his knees, rubbing the baton along his 
thighs and between his legs. David could see the man was in distress, as if he knew what was going to happen 
next. And when it did, even David cried out. The woman, using no lube or preparation whatsoever, took the tip 
of the baton and pushed it inside the man. He tried to buck, tried to move, but the standing man held him 
down. The woman laughed and turned to look at David. He grunted and turned back to Dave, only to find him 
furiously jerking off. 


"David, what is it you want? Want to get down here and do this yourself?" 
"You're a fucking monster." David spat out 

"Then leave. Go on, go back to your little pussycat’ 

"| want my bass amp. | want it now." 


Not even bothering to stop pleasuring himself, Dave laughed. "Sure." 


"Give it to mel" David shouted. 


Now, Mustaine did stop. He was quickly to his feet and he grabbed David by the hair and dragged him to the 


glass, forcing him to watch the scene play out. 
"Do not raise your voice at me or you will be the next one in. | suspect you would enjoy it as much as he." 
| hate you." David muttered as he squeezed his eyes closed. 


"Get out." 


Dejected, David curled up in bed and fought to get those images out of his head. Coal jumped up on the bed 
and pushed his head against David's chin. 


"Hi." David whispered as he opened his arms and let the cat snuggle against him. 


When he awoke in the morning, not only did he find the amp sitting on the floor in the middle of the room, but 
a tray of hot breakfast sitting on top of it. 


Leverage 


Slipping from the bed and pulling on his robe, David quickly picked up the tray and brought it to the small table 
that sat in front of the floor-to-ceiling window. He briefly wondered where Coal was when he tried to give the 


cat a piece of bacon. 
"Coal?" He called. "Coal, you hungry?" 


No sign of his little friend. David shrugged, assuming the cat was angry with him and sulking somewhere. He 
devoured the breakfast and savored the strong coffee before returning his attention to his prize. 


David plugged the amp in and then picked up his beloved bass. With a smiled on his face, he plugged into the 
amp and turned the volume up to ten Cautiously, he plucked a string and the sound it made resonated 


throughout the room. His smile widened and he set to work turning the guitar properly. 


Standing on the catwalk and surveying the work being done below, Mustaine and one of his foremen discussed 
the next steps. The foreman was holding open for viewing a large paper map or blueprint of sorts. He was 
trying to talk to the redhead about the next steps of the project when he was silenced by a finger being held 


in the air. 


He turned to look up at the speaker in the corner of the ceiling. He knew that sound. Knew it quite well. David's 
bass. It didn't matter if it had been a day or a decade, Mustaine could identify that sound anywhere after one 
single note. He would never admit to the younger man just how it brought a nostalgic smile to his lips when he 


heard the opening notes of one of their most famous songs. He would never admit how his heart swelled with 


pride that it was the first song that David had chosen to play. 


No. Instead, Mustaine turned his attention to the men working below him. In particular, his eyes singled out the 
boxer. He watched as the dirty, sweaty boxer stopped what he was doing and also looked up at the speaker. 
Mustaine noted the man's bright, happy eyes and the flicker of a smile that appeared upon hearing David's 


music. 


"Get them back to work. And no boxing tonight. Send that one immediately back to his cell" The redhead barked 


at his foreman and then swiftly returned to his penthouse. 
Fear, a concept foreign to Mustaine, rippled up his spine and made the hair at the back of his neck tingle. He 
stalked into David's room and slammed the door behind him, causing David to startle. His fingers, which were 


now raw and cut up, stilled against the instrument in his lap. 


"How did you do it?" 


"Do what?" 

"Stop playing with me! How did you do it?" 

‘| didn't do anything!" David, sensing the other's agitation, laid the guitar down and stood. 
"Don't lie to me!" The redhead howled. 


"Dave! | don't know what you're talking about! | didn't do anything. I've been sitting here, playing, all morning. 
Thank you, by the way." 


A sneer twisted Mustaine's lips. "Thank me properly.’ 

David cringed. "W-what?" 

"You heard me! Get over here and thank me!" 

David swallowed and slowly crossed the room. 

"Get over here now!” Mustaine reached out and grabbed a handful of the other's hair and yanked on it. 
David stumbled and fell against the redhead's chest. In the briefest of moments, he made a choice. With his 
hands splayed against his lover's chest he tilted his head to look into Mustaine's eyes. There was no reason 
this had to be forced and unpleasant. Maybe if he tried being sweet and willing with Dave, the redhead would 
show continued kindness. David purred and nuzzled his face into Dave's neck 

"How would you like me to thank you, Sir?" 

"Why." Dave moaned when he felt the other's hot mouth against his skin. "why are you being nice?" 

‘| want to show you how thankful | am that you take such good care of me." 

"Down on your knees where you belong" 

With two hands gripping the lapels of Mustaine's jacket, David went for it. He found his lover's plump lips and 
kissed him, leaning into Dave's chest. Surprisingly, the redhead wound his arms around David and returned the 
long, deep kiss. Finally, David was forced to pull away in order to catch his breath. He leaned back and stared 


wildly into the fiery amber eyes before him. 


"Dave, you know that | still lo - " David began. It was true, at times such as this, David did still feel love for 


the redheaded madman. 


But he wasn't allowed to finish. Dave held a hand up and closed his eyes. "No more fucking lies, Junior. Suck it” 


He was forced to his knees. Large, sad eyes peered up as David's shaking hands tried to open Mustaine's 
trousers. Maybe if David was unable to tell him he still had feelings for him, he could show him. Tenderly, he 
pulled Mustaine's dick from his pants and sweetly laid a kiss at the head. 


"| said suck it!" Mustaine growled and gave the side of David's head a hard slap. 


With two hands now holding the younger man's head, Mustaine pushed himself into David's mouth. But after 


just a few moments, he pulled himself out again. 

"Take your pants down and bend over the bed" 

"Dave, please." 

"Fucking do it! Now!" 

‘It doesn't have to be this way! | would happily take you into my bed if - " 


Its my fucking bed, first of all. Nothing here is yours, Junior. Remember that. Now, take your fucking pants 
off" 


After a long, hot shower, David winced as he slowly made his way back to the bed. He passed the bass and the 
amp and felt bitterness pierce his heart as he looked at them. They weren't gifts. They were excuses. Excuses 
for Mustaine to come in here and rape. Leverage. They were things Mustaine used against David. But why? 
David had tried to tell him he still loved him. David had tried to be tender with him. Mustaine wanted none of 
it. He was only happy when he had David in a helpless, submissive position. With a sigh, he gingerly laid himself 
out on the bed 


"Coal? Coal, where are you? Please come out, buddy. Coal?!" His voice became thick with unshed tears. "| need 


you." 


At first, he didn't know what he was hearing or where it was coming from. He'd been sent back to his cell to 
get some "rest". He was told he appeared to be getting sick. Though he felt fine and though nobody ever gave 
a shit if one of them fell ill before. He heard voices. Two male voices. One soft and gentle, the other gruff and 


angry. He followed the sound to a vent in the corner of the cell's ceiling, 


Dave caught two names; Dave, like his own, and Junior. Then he heard yelling and someore else pleading. And 
the next thing he heard made Dave sick to his stomach. Begging, screaming, crying. Someone begging to be left 
alone. Someone begging for the other to stop hurting him. Dave folded his arms over his head and turned 


toward the wall of his cell, curling into himself. 


It stopped eventually. And he heard sobbing once more after some time had passed. Dave unfolded and wiped at 


his own eyes. 
"Junior" He whispered the name. Sure it was that one that was doing the crying and begging. 


Now Dave heard another sound. A small, quiet mewling. He leaned over his bunk and found a small black cat 


sitting on the floor, staring at him with the largest, greenest eyes he ever saw. 
"Who are you?" 
Another meow. 


Dave swung his legs over, expecting the sudden movement to send the cat running away. Instead, the small 
creature rubbed its head against Dave's boot. He swung a hand under the cat's belly and picked it up. 


"Coal." he read on Coal's collar. "Is that your name?" 
Coal mewled again and headbutted Dave's chin. 
"Where do you belong?" 


The cat's ears pricked up when it heard David's crying. 


Safety and Warmth 


In the morning, Coal was still curled up in Dave's dirty, smelly rag of a shirt. Dave usually used it as his pillow, 
a thin barrier between his head and the metal grating of his bunk. But he bunched it up between his body and 


the wall for Coal to sleep on since, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't get the cat to leave. 


"Morning, buddy." Dave murmured as he gave the cat's head a scratch. "You should go back to wherever you 


came from. It's not safe for you here." 
Most of the other men that worked in the pit would happily kill the cat for either sport or food. Or both. 


Coal purred and looked at Dave's face. The cat appeared to smile at Dave, closing it's bright green eyes for a 
moment. Then he opened them, picked up the shirt in his mouth, and jumped off the metal bunk to the floor. 


"Heyl" Dave laughed. "That's my shirt!" 


The cat looked back at him and then ran off, carrying the tattered shirt in its mouth. 


David was jarred awake by the door being thrown open 

"Junior!" 

"What? No more, Dave. Go away." David curled himself into a ball and rolled over. 
"Be cleaned up and dressed and waiting for me at seven tonight." 

"Why?" He mumbled. 


A hand wrapped itself in his hair and yanked so hard that David hissed, hands reaching back and clawing at 


Dave. 


"Because | fucking said so, that's why. You're lucky | don't have time or I'd beat the shit out of you right now 


for your mouth." 
"Fine. Fine. Let go, please." 


But Mustaine kept tugging, forcing David to roll onto his back and look up at his tormentor. "What was it you 


were saying to me last night, Junior? You still love me, right?" 


David winced as his hair was pulled again. His hands locked around Dave's shoulders but he didn't push or 


squeeze, knowing what it would earn him if he did. 
"Yes." He purred, a small smile crossed his lips. "Yes, of course." 
"You're full of shit." 


"No, | do." He moved his hands into Dave's hair, stroking along his neck. "Very much. It never has to be like 


this." 


For an instant, Mustaine's face softened and he pressed a kiss to the other man's cheek. "But it does.” He 
whispered. 


He let David's hair go and the younger man sank back into the bed. But Dave reared back and gave him a slap 


across his face. 
"Cleaned up and ready by seven, Junior." 


The door slammed and David was still clutching his throbbing cheek. Hot, angry tears pooled in his eyes. But 
rather than let them spill, he rolled and pushed his face into the pillow. 


"| hate him." David murmured. 


He froze when he felt something on the bed. It moved from the foot of the bed up towards him, settling on 
the pillow. A dirty, smelly rag was dropped over his face. 


"What the - ?" David sat up and pulled the cloth from his face to find his cat sitting on the pillow, looking very 
pleased with himself. "Coall" 


David jumped to his feet and picked up the cat, snuggling it against his shoulder. 
"Where did you go?" 


Coal mewled and squirmed until he pulled himself up, onto David's shoulder and then jumped back onto the bed. 
He went to the shirt and poked it with a paw. 


"What? What's with the rag?" 


David picked it up and held it out to take a good look at it. What appeared to be a t-shirt might have started 
off black but now, it was worn so thin, it appeared grey. It had a logo on it, but David could only make out a 
couple letters; a J, an 0, and a T. It wreaked of body odor and David found himself not repelled at all, but 
intrigued. 


"Where did you get this?" 


Coal simply sat and stared at David. 
"So you got bored with stealing and hiding my stuff, you had to go find something else to steal?" 


David brought the shirt to his nose once more, inhaling deeply. Why, he wasn't sure. Something about the odor 


seemed familiar to him. It conjured feelings of safety and warmth in David. 


With Coal's gift safely hidden away, David showered and dressed as he was told. He brushed his long hair out in 
soft, dark blonde waves that landed on the shoulders of his buttery soft lambskin motorcycle jacket. He wore a 
black v-neck long sleeve shirt beneath it and tight black jeans paired with boots. He sat on the tufted bench in 
front of the tall windows, looking out over the decimated city. 


Promptly at seven, the door opened. Coal jumped off the bench and scurried under the bed. Mustaine entered 
the room and David immediately felt his glare on his back. 


"Ready?" 


"Where are we going?" David asked without turning around. He knew the last thing he should be doing is testing 


the redhead but it seemed he could no longer control himself. 
"You'll see when we get there." 


His voice sounded soft and sweet, that tone that Mustaine could often use but did not. It caused David to turn 
and look at him. He had not approached but stayed near the door. He was dressed in blue jeans and shoes, along 


with a boxy black jacket with silver buttons up the middle. 

"You look nice." David offered as he crossed toward the redhead. 

Something of a smile pulled Mustaine's lip. "Sometimes, Junior, | don't understand you at all." 

"Why?" David asked as he was ushered into the hall. 

Mustaine closed the door to David's rooms with a soft click. He spoke as he slid an arm around David's 
shoulders. "I treat you with such brutality, such anger, and yet, you manage to smile at me and pay me 
compliments. Why? And do not tell me it is because you still feel love for me." 

David remained silent for a moment, picking his words carefully. "Dave, | don't know why you treat me the way 


you do. | remember a long, long time ago, you had love in your heart. Perhaps | try to be nice to you because 


| mourn its loss." 


"As do |" The redhead murmured, his eyes fixed to the floor as they made their way down the hall 


"Then tell me what happened, Dave! We can still save this!" David pleaded with his boyfriend. He pulled the 


redhead to a stop and wrapped his arms around him. "I love - 
"Don't, Junior. Enough." 
"No, Dave! No! Please!" 
‘Its finished!" The redhead yelled and launched a back-handed slap across David's face. 


"Why?" David howled and doubled over, both hands covering the cheek that caught the slap. The same one as 


earlier in the day. 


"Because | fucking said so!" Mustaine seethed as he clamped a hand around David's upper arm and squeezed 


tightly. "Come with me." 

David stumbled along beside Mustaine until he was shoved into the elevator that would take them all the way 
down to street level, ninety-nine floors. The redhead pushed David against the far wall of the elevator car 
before he turned to jab the button marked 'L'. He turned back to the younger man with a sneer twisting his 
lips. 

"Suck it" 

"What?" 

"You fucking heard me, Junior. On your goddamn knees. Now." 

"Dave." He whined and instinctively moved to the corner. 

‘On your knees." 


He slowly slid to the floor of the elevator. 


"And | better come before we reach the ground." 


David was arm candy. It became apparent to him that they were visiting someplace important when they slid 
into the backseat of Mustaine's auspicious, white Rolls Royce and the redhead immediately took David's face in 


his hands and examined it for bruising. 


"Good. You're fine." 


David slid back in the seat and looked out the window as the car powered up and began to move. "How do you 


afford to keep this vehicle?" He mumbled. 
"I'm rich." 


Bleak, darkened buildings along garbage-filled streets in which the displaced huddled around fires burning in 
barrels gave way to the same darkened streets, however these were empty of debris and people. The car 
pulled up in front of a large white townhouse with a black door beneath a large scrolling black pediment and 
glossy black shutters lining the windows. David knew this place. 


It was the home of one of Mustaine's military contacts, a general. General Alexander Thibideaux was a mean 
old man who liked to look down at David as if he was Mustaine's lap dog and nothing more. David could tell it 
pained him to acknowledge that he and Dave were lovers. Hell, it pained the old General to have David sitting at 
the same supper table. 


He knew it would pay for it later, but he loved to ruffle the old bird's feathers. He'd drape himself against 
Mustaine and call him "lover" and "sweetheart" and, the icing on the cake, "Daddy". The old man would grunt and 
only look at the redhead with approval when Mustaine chastised David. Even the General's nurse regarded 
David with disdain. But David was happy to play his game and equally happy for the hot, home cooked dinner of 
honey ham and all the trimmings of fresh vegetables and potatoes and fresh-baked bread, along with the ice 
cream for dessert. Not that he didn't enjoy food like this back at the penthouse for Mustaine kept two chefs 
in his employ. But there was something nice about eating around a fancy dining table with other people, even if 
they were people he didn't particularly like. It was better than eating alone in his room. Much of the General 
and Mustaine's conversation centered around the new work being done beneath the ground level. David kept an 


ear open and took all of the information in. It might come in handy some time. 

It was very late at night when the couple left the General's home. David jumped at the sound of the iron gate 
swinging shut behind them. The car's driver and Mustaine's "assistant" pulled out their pistols and escorted the 
redhead and David into the car. 

"Home. Swiftly." Dave ordered. 


As soon as the door closed, David let out a soft sigh and settled into the seat. "Thank you for taking me out 
tonight." 


"| should beat your ass until you bleed for your little show." 
David remained silent, a grin on his lips. 
"But, perhaps, I'll arrange a show of my own" 


The grin disappeared as David realized what Dave meant by his comment. 


"Come, our evening is not through yet" Dave told the younger man as he grabbed his arm. 
He took David to the catwalk above the pit where they met one of Mustaine's foremen. 
"Care to watch a little recreational boxing?" He put his arm around David's shoulders and pulled him close. 


But David barely felt it. He spotted the man he'd watched on the monitors. That tall, tattooed, dark haired 


beauty whose bare chest and back were dotted with grease and grime and the welts and scars of a whip. 


"Put a thousand on the tattooed guy for me, Chester." Dave said with a smug smile. "I've heard that he's the 


one to beat." 
"Yes, Sir." 


Dave sensed a change in the air around him. He looked up at the figures on the catwalk, his eyes immediately 


finding those of a small honey-blonde man, 


Turning A Page 

David hiccuped when Mustaine wound an arm around his waist and pulled him in tight. He reached a hand out 
and gripped the railing in front of him. That man. That was the same man David saw on the monitors. There 
was something captivating about him. He was beautiful to look at, sure, but there was something else. The way 
his eyes danced with merriment even with being forced to sleep on a metal grate, forced to work underground 
for minimal pay, minimal food, minimal human contact. How had this amazing creature remained such a 
gorgeous source of light? 


His opponent was a very tall, very fat, bald man who was sweating profusely and had blackened rubs for teeth. 


"Come on, Tiny. | don't want to hurt you again" the tattooed man said with a smile. He playfully pushed the fat 


man away. 
"Don't worry, Dave," Tiny laughed. "I'm just your warm up tonight.” 


With that, Tiny cold cocked Dave right in the jaw. He staggered backwards a few steps, laughing the entire 


time. 
"Good one. You got me there." He waggled an index finger at the other man. 


Dave circled him, his eyes flicking back up to the catwalk above him. David's breath caught in his throat when 


the tattooed man gave him what he was certain was a wink. Mustaine's grip on David tightened. 

When Dave stepped back in front of Tiny, he shrugged a little and cocked his head as if to say, "Are you sure 
you want to do this?" In the next instant, Dave's fist connected with the fat man's neck and sent him to the 
floor, coughing and wheezing. 

Three men, in total, were dropped to the floor that night and Dave was not one of them. Chester brought 
Mustaine a stack of money. The redhead thumbed through it, counting out three thousand in total. He pulled 
off several bills, handing it back to Chester, and told him to give it to the tattooed fighter. He also whispered 
something in Chester's ear which David could not hear. 

The redhead walked David back to his room, keeping an arm around his shoulders. 

"Did you have a good night?" 

"Yes, Sir. Thank you." 


"Good. Would you allow me to come in to your room tonight, Junior?" 


David grinned at this. "Well, technically, it is your room. Is it not?" 


"That, it is. | would really like to have your permission tonight, if you don't mind" Dave poured it on thick. 


David studied the man's face for a long moment. All sorts of emotions bubbled up inside of the smaller man 


Could they possibly be turning a page? Could things get better between he and Dave? 
"I'd like that" He finally told the other man before turning to reach for the door handle. 


Just as the door opened, Coal darted out, dashing between the legs of the two men and taking off down the 
hall. 


"Coall" David called. He looked at Mustaine, who seemed bewildered but glad over the cat's taking off. "He 


sometimes likes to have a runabout. He usually finds his way back in the morning.’ 
"He's taken off before?" 


"Once or twice. | guess he doesn't like being kept in the same room all the time." David was going to add the 
word, ‘either’ but decided against it. 


"Come in, Dave, please. Would you like me to pour you a drink?" 


David shrugged off his jacket and threw it on the bench in front of the window. He moved to the decanter of 
scotch that Dave kept in the room. David, personally, never touched the stuff but Dave did like to sit with a 
drink, usually after he'd tied David down and beat him. He had this sick tendency to sit and study his work, 


letting the warm amber liquid flood his senses. 

"| would like that, Junior, thank you." 

Without turning, David could hear by the redhead's soft voice that he was near or already on the bed. David 
poured two fingers of scotch into a crystal tumbler and turned to find Dave sitting on the bed. He, too, had 
taken off his jacket and was now working open the buttons on the cuffs of his shirt. David handed him the 
glass and worked one button open and then the other. He stood before Dave, smiling at him. 

‘| like this. This whole evening has been very nice. Thank you." 


Just as Dave parted his lips to speak, David silenced him with a single finger against his lips. 


"Why, yes. | would like to do something to show my thanks." He winked and slid down to his knees in between 


Dave's feet. 


Dave sat above him, sipping his drink, his free hand laced in David's hair, while David pleasured him. As he 
grew hard in the younger man's mouth, Dave sighed. He let the scotch course through his veins, giving him a 


warm, hazy feeling. After a few moments, he knotted David's hair and pulled him off his cock. 


"Stand up and take your clothes off" He grunted. Then softly added, "Please." 


Dave could feel eyes on him. He lay against his metal grate bunk, now minus his pillow. His chest and neck and 
face were bruised and cut up from his fights and his entire body ached. But there came a warm gust of air 
and now he felt like he was being watched. He groaned as he sat up and found the black cat with the bright 
green eyes sitting on the floor, gazing up at him. 


"Coal. Nice to see you again. Where's my fucking shirt?" 


The cat jumped up, onto the grate and put its two front paws on Dave's thigh. Carefully, it placed the item it 
was holding in its mouth onto Dave's other thigh. Dave picked it up in his fingers while he stroked Coal's head. 


"A guitar pick? Where'd you find that?" He asked the cat. 

Coal looked up at him and mewled. He pushed his head against the hand that held the pick. Dave turned it over. 
It was green. It said, "Megadeth" on one side and had what appeared to be someone's signature on the opposite 
side. 

"Whose is this, Coal?" 

He meowed again, butting his head against Dave's stomach now. Lay back down, he said. So Dave obeyed and 
the cat curled up on his chest. Dave held the pick up and studied it. It had been used. He could pick out the 


scratches and gouges on the edges. 


"You're either a really dumb cat that just likes to steal things or you're trying to tell me something." Dave 


murmured as his fingers stroked along Coal's spine. 


Through heavy, hazy eyes, David watched the redhead dress. 


"You don't have to go." He murmured, reaching a hand out. He lay on his back, naked, and perfectly spent and 
satisfied. 


"Yes, | do. Early morning for me." Dave told him, taking his hand and bringing to his lips. "You were wonderful, 


my darling. Truly wonderful. Thank you." 
"Dave, things are gonna get better, right?" He asked in a shaky voice. 


"Oh, Junior. A lot better." 


"Good. | lo - " 
"No. Please don't. Goodnight." 


When the door closed with a light click, David slipped from the bed and tiptoed to the hiding spot where he put 
the mystery shirt that Coal had brought. Taking it out, David felt it in his hands. It was thin and soft and he 
couldn't stop himself from bringing it to his face once more, inhaling it's thick scent. He began to wonder if it 


belonged to the tattooed fighter. 


This made him smile. The shiny, chocolate hair, falling in sweaty wisps around his shaggy, bearded face, the 
twinkling dark eyes, the gorgeous arms and chest, littered with tattoos. Now the shirt and the wink. David 


swooned. 
Okay. Things were starting to look up between he and Mustaine. This was the absolute wrong time to entertain 
fantasies of another man. Another man who was a prisoner, just like him. But it never hurt anyone to have 


fantasies. 


With that thought, David brought the shirt back to bed with him and stuffed it under his pillow. 


David had not seen Mustaine all day or all evening. It was after ten o'clock at night that there came a knock on 


his door. 
"Mister Mustaine wishes to see you in his office, please." 


He was just preparing to go to bed. Coal had returned and sat atop his pillow, watching David's every move. 
With a flutter in his heart, David wrapped the green silk gown around his body. 


As he hurried down the hallway, he had hopes of perhaps having a conversation with Dave or even making love 
against his big, oak desk. However, all hopes were dashed when he entered the room and saw what was waiting 


for him. 


No More | Love Yous 


Author's Notes: 
TW for violence and rape. 


"What have you done? What have you done?!" David screamed at the redhead. 


"You seemed to enjoy watching him box so | just thought you'd enjoy watching this, too." Dave replied with a 


sneer on his lips. "Come, Junior. Have a seat. Can | get you a drink?" 

"No. Do not do this, Dave. Please don't do this." 

Inside the glass room was the tattooed boxer. He stood, facing David, dark, stringy hair fell in his eyes. He had 
a thick metal band around his neck with chains leading from it to the cuffs around his wrists. He was naked. 
David felt ashamed of himself for allowing his eyes to roam over the boxer's perfect body. For now, he stood 
alone but David knew the frightening woman and the large man would be nearby, waiting for Dave's command. 
"He has done nothing wrong, Dave!" 

"Oh, | know. You are right. He hasn't" 


"Then why?" 


"Because you have." Dave told him and narrowed his gaze at David. Fiery, amber eyes cut through the younger 


man's stare. 


Still staring at David, piercing his soul, Dave gave a simple flick of his wrist and the door to the glass room 


opened. 
"Dave, no. No, please don't do this to him. Please." 
"Shut up, Junior!" Another quick, simple flick and David received a slap across his face. 


Undaunted, he still begged for mercy for the unknown man. "Dave, don't! I'll do it. Put me in there, please. I'll go 


in. Just not him. Please not him." 
"Why? Why, Junior?" 


The younger man glanced at the man in the glass room. "Because | deserve it. He doesn't" 


"You do deserve to suffer, you are right. But | don't think you would suffer if you were in there. At least, not 


as much as watching this." 
"NO!" David screamed. He lunged at the redhead. "Tell them not to do this! Tell them!" 


He had a handful of Dave's hair and he smacked the redhead across the face. Once. Twice, Three times. Dave 
growled and wrapped a hand around David's throat. He shoved the younger man back into a chair and looked 
over his shoulder. He nodded at the garish woman who laughed and wrapped one hand around the chains 


dangling from the collar around the boxer's neck. 


He was yanked down to his knees and forward, landing on his hands. He kept his right hand in a fist. He made 
not a sound as the woman whipped his back. Whipping didn't hurt anymore. He was used to whipping. He flicked 
his hair from his eyes and looked out at the two men. The taller redhead was pinning the other to the chair, 
forcing him to watch. The smaller man appeared to be screaming, his eyes wide as he thrashed against the 
redhead. Dave winced when the redhead reared back and punched the smaller man in the face. He was more 
determined to not show any pain, hoping it would cause the smaller, pretty man to calm down. Then the 


redhead would stop hitting him. 


The woman grabbed a fistful of Dave's greasy hair and yanked it up, forcing him to lift his head. When he did 
so, his eyes met the pretty man's. There was something in the light hazel eyes that seemed so distraught. 
Something that prompted Dave to wink and curl his lip into a tiny grin. David saw it. His face was the only part 
of him that responded. He, too, gave a small grin. But it was short lived. David started squirming and howling 


again when the man in the mask who was standing behind the boxer revealed the long, black baton. 


It was brutal. There was blood. But the boxer held David's gaze the entire time. He never screamed, never 
cried out, never uncurled his right hand. His back and shoulders were torn apart by the whip and he was 
brutally raped by the masked man himself and both he and the woman using the baton on him. After, Chester 


came and got him and took him back downstairs. 


David sat in the chair, stunned and silent, tears streaming down his face. Beside him, Dave was tucking his 
spent and dribbling cock back into his pants. He paid David no mind as he pleasured himself during the vicious 


and sadistic assault on the boxer. 


"| expect we are now done with the 'I love yous'?" Dave casually said as he stood up to pour himself another 


drink. 
Silently, David stood and left the room. He slowly walked down the hall, back to his room. It was his fault. He 


was the reason why the boxer had been picked out and savagely attacked. Dave knew about the way he had 


looked at the man earlier in the evening. 


He was tossed back into his cell, thrown to the ground. For a long time, Dave laid on the floor on his back, 


staring at the dimly light ceiling. He wasn't a smart man but even he knew that was all because the small, 
pretty man had pissed the redhead off somehow. It had nothing to do with him. Aside from maybe the man 
had taken a liking to Dave. His entire body was sore and he was pretty sure something tore back there that 
would never be right again. So he remained on the floor, bleeding and worrying that this might be happening to 
the pretty man at that very moment. With a loud, painful hiss, Dave raised his right hand over his head and 
finally opened it. Between his thumb and his index finger, he held the green guitar pick. 


Still in shock, David entered his room and softly closed the door behind him, turning the lock. He could not 
shake the images from his mind. The boxer had held his gaze as long as he could. He had kept his mouth 
closed, never screaming out in pain, never cursing, never pleading. Meanwhile, David himself screamed and 
thrashed and cried. 

Coal looked at David and hopped off the bed, circling his feet and mewling at him. 


"Not now, Coal. Why don't you go visit your friend or whatever it is you do? | want to be alone.” 


Coal huffed and ran to the place where David hid the torn and faded shirt. He dragged it out and ran back to 
David. He dropped the shirt at his feet. 


"Coal, come on What the fuck?" David grumbled and kicked the piece of fabric aside. 

He flopped onto the bed, curling up in a ball and turning away from the cat. 

Undeterred, Coal picked it up in his mouth and jumped on the bed. He dropped the shirt on Davids face. 
"Goddamn it, Coal! Enough!" 


The cat lowered its ears and hissed, giving David his wide, green eyes. He picked up the shirt again and jumped 


off the bed. Coal went to the door and started scratching his claws in the wood. 
"No! Stop it! Bad kitty!" 


Coal sat down with the shirt at his feet. He gave David such a pained and sorrowful mewl that the man rolled 


over and looked at him. 
"What is going on with you, cat?" 


He pawed at the door again. 


Nobody's Telling Me What To Do Anymore 


David stood and approached the door. Coal danced around, eager for David to open it. The cat picked the shirt 
up in its mouth and, as soon as David opened the door, Coal dashed out into the hall. David started to close the 


door when Coal meowed. 
"Gol" David hissed. 


He curiously watched as Coal brought the shirt back. He dropped it right outside the door and looked up at 
David. 


"You're one strange cat." David muttered as he bent to pick the shirt up. 


Coal took a couple steps down the hall, stopped and mewled. David stepped out of the room. Coal mewled again 
and turned to look down the hall. David took a step closer to the cat, who ran back to David, circled his feet 


and then ran down the hall again. 


David appeared to get the message. His cat was telling him to follow it. Slowly and quietly, they crept down the 
hall. The ripped piece of fabric still in David's clutched fist. Coal led him down to the end of the hall. On the wall 
beneath an elegant table with a bowl of tea roses on top of it and a beveled mirror above it, there was an air 


grate. 
Coal circled around the table's legs several times before David bent down. 
"You expect me to help you get in that?" 


Coal approached the grate and, with a paw, pushed the grate up from the bottom. It appeared the bottom two 


screws were missing and the grate swung open. Coal slithered his body in and turned to mewl at David again. 
"No. No way, Coal. I'm too big!" 
The cat reached a paw out and clawed at David's sleeve. 


Fine. Move out of the way. | don't know why I'm fucking following my cat into the air duct. | must be out of 
my damn mind" David muttered. But, in fact, the idea of running away sounded really good to David at that 


particular moment. 


He climbed into the air duct on all fours and slowly crawled behind the cat. The raggedy shirt was still in his 
hand as the pair made their way through the dark tunnel. David had no idea exactly how long they crawled, his 
knees and shoulders began to ache and he had to stop to rest. It was hot and dark in the metal duct. David 
broke out in a sweat and he panted as he flattened himself down onto his stomach. Coal pushed his head 
against David's and loudly purred. Then he licked some of the sweat from his friend's forehead. 


David could see light filtering into the tunnel and soon, they came to the end and another grate. Coal nudged it 
open with his head and slipped through. David followed and found that they were in the boiler room of the 


tower. And in it, was the emergency staircase. Coal danced in front of the door, mewling at David 
"Well, how do you get in here by yourself?" David asked the cat. But he opened the door anyway. 
Coal tore through the doorway and ran down the first flight of steps. 

"How far down are we going” 


Ninety-nine flights and then some. David was ragged and exhausted by the time Coal stopped. He had to sit 
down on the bottom step and rest. David used the fabric to wipe his brow. 


"This is how we're escaping, through the underground levels?" 


The cat began to grow impatient. He weaved in and out of David's legs, meowing at the man. Finally, David stood 
and wearily followed the cat to another door. Slowly, he opened it a crack, just enough for Coal to slip through. 
The cat looked back and meowed. David came through the door. They crept along a dingy, darkened corridor 


that seemed a mile long before coming to another set of doors. 


"Is this where you've been disappearing to?" David whispered. It couldn't be, he thought. There was no way this 
cat was slipping away and finding an exit, only to come back to David's room each time. This was a cat! They 


didn't have the capacity for such things. Or so David thought. 
He heard faint voices. Men's voice and footfall. 
"Coall" David hissed. 


The voices were getting closer. The cat stopped and pressed itself into the shadows. David stood, frozen in 
fear. Where the hell was he supposed to go?! Frantically, David whirled around, looking for anyplace to hide. 
There was a door but it was ahead of him and the voices were growing louder and louder. Could he make it to 


the door and inside of it before they saw him? And what was on the other side of it? 


No time to think about it, David threw himself forward, lunging for the door and, thankfully, it was unlocked. He 
swung it open, dove inside and then, as soon as he could see a boot come into view, David softly clicked the 
door closed. He leaned his forehead against the cold steel. It was dark and quiet in the room but something, 
some presence made the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. Goosepimples dotted his arms. With closed 
eyes, he willed the owners of the voices to move faster. David felt a chill zip up his spine. Whatever was in 
the room with him was giving him the creeps. He opened the door and peeked out. David saw the two figures 


receding down the corridor. 


Silently, he stepped out and closed the door. With his back pressed against the wall, he waited. After a moment, 


Coal appeared to pour from the shadows and give David a curious glance before continuing on their journey. 

It dawned on David that Coal was leading him into the cells of the men who worked below. He glanced down at 
the fabric in his hand. By this time, it was very early in the morning and most of the men were asleep on 
their metal bunks. Coal turned around and made a circle around David, pushing his head against the man's shins 
before walking a few more feet. He sat down and mewled loudly. 

"Coal, shh." David hissed and closed the distance between himself and the cat. 

Inside the cell that Coal sat in front of, there lay a man curled up in a ball on the cold, grimy stone floor. Coal 
mewled again and the man stirred and groaned. In the dim light, David could see the tattoos on the man's arms 
and chest. The boxer! How the hell did Coal know the boxer?? 

"Hey." David whispered as he crouched down, hands clutching the bars of the cell. 

Coal stepped between the bars and nuzzled the boxer's face. 


"Coal..?" The boxer groaned. 


Coal headbutted the boxer and continued pushing on him until the boxer lifted his head a little. His eyes slowly 


opened and he saw David crouched down, a hand reaching through the bars toward him. 

"Coal, this isn't funny.” The boxer muttered and let his head drop with a soft thud against the stone. 
The cat let out another long, pathetic mewl and then took off 

"Coall Coal, come back!" David loudly whispered. "Hey, hey, you awake in there?" 

The boxer groaned 

"Hang in there. Please, hang on" 


David looked around. Nothing but dank, dark cells. Some other men were mumbling and cursing and telling David 


to shut up. Some were snoring. 
"Anybody in there with you?" 
The boxer grunted a no. 


David heard a faint metallic jingle grow louder until he saw Coal trotting back toward him with a set of keys in 
his mouth. 


"Coal, you cannot be reall" He cried joyfully, scooping the cat into his arms and cuddling it. 


He shifted Coal into one arm and took the keys with his right hand. David unlocked the cell door and carefully 


eased it open. He set Coal down and immediately went to the boxer. 

"Hey! I'm here now. I'm gonna try to figure out how to help you. My name's David. What's yours?" 
"Dave." 

He noticed the ripped t-shirt in David's hand and then opened his right hand to reveal David's guitar pick 
"My pick!" David gave a laugh. "Coal!" 

"My..shirt" Dave grunted with a little grin. "It.. was.. you." He raised a finger to point at David's bruised cheek 
"Yeah." David muttered as he ran his hands over Dave's body, feeling for any internal injuries. 

"Why?" 

"| don't know. I'm so sorry, Dave." David choked as his throat constricted and tears stung his eyes. 

"Why you fight him?" Dave pressed. He coughed up some blood and had to turn his head to spit it out. 
"Because he shouldn't have hurt you like that. Should have hurt me." 

"lm tough." 


But when David's hand swept lightly over his ass, Dave screamed in terror and tried to scuttle away from 


David. 


“Shh! No! No, | would not hurt you. | know. | know it hurts and I'm so, so sorry." David hurriedly told the man 


as he gathered him in his arms and rocked him slowly. "We have to get you out of here" 
"No. Can't go. You will get caught 

"You need help." 

"| will get help. Please go, David" 


"No. No, not this time. Nobody's telling me what to do anymore! Coal led me to you and, dammit, I'm going to 


help." He looked around himself, racking his brain on how to help the broken man in his arms. 


"Rest a moment while | find some water." He turned to Coal, who had been watching from the doorway. "Water, 
Coal?" 


The cat stood and blinked at David. When the man followed, the cat trotted down the corridor to what seemed 
like what was used as the workers’ dining hall. There was a faucet on the far wall and David breathed a sigh of 
relief. Finding only an old plastic tumbler lying around, David filled it with cold water and quickly made his way 
back to Dave with Coal trotting ahead as a sentry. 


David took his robe off and carefully spread it over the bunk. Next he pulled his soft cotton pants off and 
folded them up. He helped Dave onto the bunk, on his stomach, using his folded up pants to cushion Dave's 


midsection from the harsh metal. 


Taking the old t-shirt, David ripped a strip of fabric off the bottom. With a gentle hand running over Dave's 


greasy, blood-crusted hair, he looked deeply into the other man's large, watery eyes. 


lm so sorry." He murmured before stuffing the strip of fabric into the other man's mouth. 


This Had To Stop 


It was nearing dawn when David and Coal finally reached the top floor of the building and quietly crept back 
into David's room. All David wanted to do was fall into his big, soft bed but he was dirty. Climbing the stairs 
had left him drenched in sweat and exhausted. He stumbled into his warm shower, realizing that a good, hot 


shower was exactly what Dave needed. 


He had tenderly and carefully tended to the man's wounds but he was still worried about him. Worried he was 


still in pain, worried that Mustaine would target him again, worried that he might not see Dave again. 


After his shower, David put on fresh clothes and climbed into bed. Coal lay, curled in a ball, on David's pillow. 
He snuggled the cat, delighting in Coal's softness and warmth. 


"Thank you, Coal." David murmured before falling into a deep slumber. 

Shortly after noon, David awoke to light knocking on his door. Coal was nowhere in sight. With his heart in his 
throat, David answered the door. He breathed a sigh of relief when he saw it was only a porter with a tray of 
food. 

"Master Mustaine thought you might be hungry. 

"Yes, thank you." 

"He also requested | give you this." He pulled a white envelope from his pocket. 

"Thank you." 

The porter gave David a disapproving glance as he left. David closed the door and lifted his middle finger at it. 
Inside the covered dish was one of David favorites; shredded barbecued pork on a homemade sourdough roll 
with beans and corn on the cob and southern slaw. Alongside it sat a bottle of Coke. Coke. Where in the world 


did Mustaine score some soda? He took the tray to the table near the window and, before sitting down, David 
looked down at the city below. 


Fires burned in far off blocks, black smoke rising toward the grey sky. Everything was gone or destroyed. 
People lived in burned out shells of buildings, begging for food, begging for a coin here and there, or anything 
paper or wooden that they could burn for warmth. David looked down at his food again, now having no appetite. 


This had to stop. Things had to change. Beginning with himself. 


David hid the bottle of Coke and ate the beans and corn. He took some of the pork and rinsed it under warm 


water in his bathroom, washing the barbecue sauce off. He retrieved a pillow case from his linen closet and 
used the silver handled scissors from his shaving kit to cut a square from the soft cotton fabric. David placed 
the meat and the bread into the square and tied it up, leaving a few scraps out for the cat. 


"Coal?" He loudly called. "Coal, food!" 


A few silent moments later, the cat emerged from beneath the bed. 


"Were you under there the entire time?" 


Coal purred and wound his way through David's legs. 


"Did you go and see Dave?" He asked as he picked the cat up and cuddled him against his shoulder. 


Coal wiggled out of his grasp and climbed onto David's shoulder. 


| saved some meat for you but you have to do something for me." 


He placed Coal on the bench and the cat stared up at him. David fed the cat a couple pieces of meat. 


"Will you take this to Dave?" He showed the cat the bundle. 


Coal sniffed it and looked back at David. 


"It has meat and bread in it. He needs this to get better." 


The cat picked the little bundle up in its mouth and hopped off the bench. 


"You're a good kitty. Thank you." 


David opened the door and ducked his head out. He motioned to the cat that the coast was clear and off Coal 
went, trotting down the hall, carrying the bundle of food. 


The note that Mustaine had sent was forgotten about until there was a heavy, rapid knocking on the door. 


"Junior!" 


David wanted to ignore him, wanted to open the door and tell Mustaine to leave him the fuck alone. But he had 


to behave. For Dave's sake. He opened the door and gave Mustaine a smile. 


"Hi. Thank you for lunch." 


"We're going away. We're leaving the city." 


"What?" David asked. 


"You heard me. Pack some clothes and that stupid cat of yours, if you wish." 

"But Dave - " 

The redhead gave him a smack across the cheek. "I said we're going!" 

David growled as he rubbed his cheek. "I'm not going anywhere with you." 

He rolled his eyes and gave a chuckle. "Really? And what do you think you're going to do here by yourself? Do 
you think you can survive out there without me, Junior? You wouldn't last a second. Without me, you'd take 
one step into the streets below and someone would have you bent over and bleeding in no time. Is that what 
you want?" 

The younger man lifted his chin and said, "I can take care of myself" 


Mustaine roared with laughter. "Sure, you can" 


David swept past him and opened the door. "Get out" He hissed, glaring at the redhead, 


"Junior, watch yourself. | mean, it was cute, but now you're crossing a line." 
"GET OUT!" David screamed. 


Mustaine's eyes filled with rage as he stared down the other man. He stomped up to David, slammed the door 
closed and then took a handful of the younger man's long, honey-colored hair. He pulled David to the bed and 
shoved him down on his stomach. 


With a hand planted firmly on David's back, he pinned him down, 
"Can take care of yourself, huh?" Mustaine hissed as he used one hand to unbutton and unzip his trousers. 


He pulled his cock out and stroked it as he also planted a knee across the back of David's flailing legs to hold 
them down. He reached for the waistband of David's pants and yanked them off, exposing his ass. Now David 
thrashed even harder, determined not to let Mustaine do this to him again. 


"Nol No, not this time!" David screamed and twisted on the bed. 


His hands reached out, sweeping along the satin sheets for anything he could find When they came up empty, 
David used all his strength to lift himself from the mattress and turn so that he was on his back David 
reached for Mustaine's face, pushing his thumbs into the redhead's raging caramel eyes. When he backed off a 
little, yelping in pain, David planted a foot against Mustaine's stomach and pushed with all his might. 


"IIl fucking kill youl" Mustaine yelled as David stood up. 


He yanked his pants back up and bolted for the door. David pulled it open and looked over his shoulder as he 
ran out. Mustaine reeled in the middle of the floor, hands covering his face. Out in the hall, David threw off his 
green satin robe and took off running. David desperately tried to remember the route that Coal had shown him 
when he suddenly heard an alarm sounding. He knew it was meant for him. He knew, soon, Mustaine's goons 
would be hunting him down. David remembered the air vent and raced down the hall. Once he was safely inside 
of it, no-one would find him. He had to get to Dave. He knew Mustaine would use Dave to flush him out. And 


certainly, it would work. David would never allow the dark haired boxer to be hurt again. 

As fast as he could, David crawled along the vent system to the service corridors. He raced down the stairs, 
cursing and growing anxious over how long it took. Surely, all Mustaine had to do was take the elevator down 
into the depths of the hell he created. David just couldn't take that risk 

Upon reaching the boxer's cell, David groaned. Empty. Then he felt something rub against his ankle. 

"Coal!" David hissed and scooped the cat up. 


Coal mewled and wiggled out of David's arms. He jumped to the floor and looked up at David. 


"Where is he?" 


Coal took off running down the corridor. David followed and was led to a closed door. Coal stood up and placed 


his front paws against it. When David opened it slowly, Coal darted in and David heard, "There's my buddy." 
"Dave?" David whispered. 

It was pitch black inside. David couldn't see a thing but he immediately felt at ease in the boxer's presence. 
"We're hiding out. Heard the alarm. What's it for?" 


"Me" 


im Right Behind You 
"What happened?" Dave asked. He had Coal in his lap and reached a hand out, feeling in the dark, for David. 


David slowly drew closer to the sound of Dave's voice. "I hit my boyfriend and ran away from him. He knows | 


would come to find you so we need to get out here as fast as we can’ 
"They'll be everywhere" His hand found David's arm and clutched it tightly. Dave stood and gave a tiny groan 
"You still sore?" 

‘Little. | can manage" He started to stand and hissed, grabbing onto David with both hands. 

He helped him stand while Coal scuttled toward the door and meowed 

"| know, Coal. Hang on’ 

"He's restless to get out of here" 

David replied, "He's not the only one" 


With his arm around Dave's back, he led him to the door and slowly turned the handle. The door cracked open 
slightly and Coal pawed at it. David peeked an eye out and saw nothing in the corridor. 


"Okay, ready? Coal, you know where the exit doors are?" 

The little black cat pawed at the door some more. David tightened his grip on Dave. They shuffled slowly out 
the door. David looked up and down the corridor. Coal trotted a few steps and stopped, turning back. When he 
turned and ran again, David got the message. 

"Can you walk quickly? We gotta go. Now." He whispered to Dave. 

"IIl follow as fast as | can. If they start coming, I'll distract them." 

"What? No! You have to come. He will kill you!" 


"Better than killing you." 


Their eyes met and time stood still. Dave's deep, dark pools swam with a thick gratitude and admiration. David's 


were filled with compassion and care. Coal mewled. 


"Right. Coming, Coal." 


The siren was still going and David could hear screaming and yelling, he swore one of the voices was 
Mustaine's but he wasn't positive. Quickly, as quickly as Dave could go, the trio ran down the hall. Coal led 
them to a large grate in the floor at the end of a maze of corridors. The yelling seemed to be getting closer 
and now David heard the rush of water. He sunk to his knees and placed his hands on the grate, leaning over 
to listen closely. It was, indeed, running water. He peered through a slat in the grate and tried to gauge how 


far of a drop it was into the water. And there was no telling how deep the water was. He assumed it was 
waste water from the plant. David pushed himself back to sit on his heels and lifted the grate. It was thick 
iron and very heavy. He gritted his teeth and pulled it up with all his might. 

"Dave, hurry. Get in! It looks to be about an eight to ten foot drop but | can't tell how deep the water is." 
"You first!" 


"Dave, get in the fucking tunnel, now!" 


The dark haired man scooped up Coal and put the cat on his shoulder. He scooted through the opening and 


swung his legs down first. David grunted when Dave touched his straining abdomen 

"Thank you, David’ 

"Gol And don't lose my cat! l'm right behind you" 

As soon as Dave dropped down, David had to drop the grate. He heard Dave's splash as he bent over the grate 
and panted. David waited, silently praying, for Dave to pop back up out of the water. After an eternity, a wet 


dark haired head bobbed up, a hand holding Coal. Dave smiled and waved up at David, urging him to follow. 


After another millisecond of rest, David gripped the grate to lift it again. The yelling got closer and closer. 


David could hear running footsteps coming down the hallway. 
"David!" Mustaine. "Don't fucking movel!" 


He looked over his shoulder, growling and hissing. Mustaine stood in the middle of two other men, both holding 
machine guns trained on David's head. 


"Fuck you." With every ounce of strength David could muster, he threw the grate as high as he could and 
dove through it, head first. 


The heavy grate came down on David's calves as he slid through, making him howl in pain. He hit the water and 
sunk to the bottom, letting the current carry him. Mustaine's goons rushed the grate and several rounds of 


bullets zipped through the water. David held his breath and tried to swim in the direction of the current. 


"ll fucking kill you with my bare hands!" Mustaine raged. 


A hand grabbed onto David's arm and pulled him up. Dave brushed his hair from his face as David spluttered 
and opened his eyes. He could have cried with joy when Dave smiled at him and Coal, from Dave's shoulder, 
mewled. 


"Hi 


"Hey. We gotta keep going. We're not safe yet" David quickly said after a brief smile. "If he knows where this 


comes out, he could be waiting for us by the time we reach the end" 

As they half-swam, half walked through the chest-deep stream, David noticed it grew quieter until all he 
heard was the calming rush of the water. After about twenty minutes, they came to a juncture in the tunnel. 
There were three different choices. 

"Which way?" Dave asked. 


"Not a clue." 


Shit!" Dave gasped and grabbed David by the upper arm. "You were hit" 


Out (In The) Cold 


There was no time to think about it, no time to weigh the options. No time to think about being shot. David 
wasn't about to give up now. He had come too far. Both of them, along with Coal, had come too far now. He 
quickly made up his mind and chose the far left tunnel. The water grew shallow as they moved on, until it was 
only knee deep. Eventually, David saw the first scant rays of the sun. He held out a hand to Dave, indicating he 
needed to stop walking for a moment. They waited and listened, scanning the patch of sunlight on the side of 
the tunnel for any indication of movement. When there was none, David moved to take a cautious step forward 


and bobbled. Dave quickly moved to steady him. 


"Lost a lot of blood. We gotta get out of here and take a look at that bullet wound." He wound an arm around 


the smaller man's waist and placed David's arm around his own neck. "Steady as we go, now" Dave murmured. 
Coal gave a quiet mewl and moved from Dave's shoulder to David's. He licked the side of David's face. 

"| know, Coal. | know." 

As they crept very cautiously out of the tunnel and climbed up the grassy bank to the edge of the run off, 
Dave gave a soft laugh. He wanted to scream in joy as he realized they had made it out of the oppressive 
energy plant and were actually out of the city as well. They must have walked a couple miles in the waste 


water tunnels. David made a move to keep walked when Dave tugged him down, onto the grass. 


"Sit and rest a moment. We'll get moving again soon. But look, we can see for a long ways around us. We will 


see someone approaching. You need to rest." 
"He will be coming. He will kill us both. And Coal!" 
Its okay, David. Just rest a moment." 


The smaller man finally gave in and slumped against Dave's shoulder. Dave used the opportunity to examine 


David's wound. 
"Looks like the bullet is still in there. We gotta get it out and stop the bleeding." 
"Later. Now, we keep going." 


"No! Now, we find shelter and | do whatever | can to get this out of you." He reached into his pocket and pulled 
out the ragged strip of cloth that had been his shirt. 


"You still have that?" 


"Yep. Still have this, too." He pulled David's pick out from the other pocket. "Unfortunately, this is all I've got. A 


rag and a guitar pick" 

"Oh, I've got - " David started and stopped, realizing he had nothing. Not a damn thing. Everything he used to 
have, every luxury, every item, every meal he used to have belonged to Mustaine. David had belonged to 
Mustaine. 

"What?" 


The other man flashed a brief smile. "Nothing. Ready to move?" 


Dave started for the narrow dirt road that ran back toward the city when the other man hooked a hand 


around his elbow. 

"We can't go that way. It leads back toward the city. We need to keep moving away" 
"We need to find you some help, David! 

"And we will, just not that way’ 

Coal mewled and hissed at the two men, weaving his sleep body in between their feet 
"All right" David muttered. 

He paid no mind to Dave and, instead, followed the cat toward a smaller foot path 


The boxer caught up to them. "You know, that's the second time in just a few minutes that you answered the 


cat." 
‘I've seen you do it, too. You understand him, too." 


"I think | do. Mostly, | talk to him because he's the only one that bothered talking to me." Dave replied. "Until 


now. 


Through the woods, they walked along the path, Coal would trot ahead a little bit, acting as their sentry, and 
then trot back, circle the men, and go back ahead. After about an hour, which found Dave all but carrying 
David, they came to a stream and Dave hollered his joy! Thinking nothing of it, he stripped his ragged, dirty 
clothes off and quickly made is way over the wet rocks until he found a small pool. He sunk into the water, 


yelping as the cold water washed over his body. 
"Dave! You don't know if that water is clean or or not! What if there are leeches or something?" David hissed. 


But even Coal had scampered across the rocks to find a perch from which to look for fish. 


"Its clean. Its fucking cold, though. Come on. Come over here so | can wash out that wound" 


The older man scowled. He couldn't do it. He was nervous about the water, nervous about someone coming 


along while they were left so vulnerable. Nervous about Dave's nakedness and seemingly carefree attitude 


about it. 
"David, please." 


Relenting, because he knew he needed the help, David undressed and quickly scrambled into the water. He hid 
himself from Dave's eyes the best he could until he sunk down into the pool. David turned his back to Dave, 
giving him the wounded shoulder. As gently as he could, Dave cupped some of the crystal clear, cool water 

over the bullet wound, washing away the blood. Dave moved in closer to examine it. His hands held David still 


and the smaller man hissed and grunted. 


"| know. | bet it hurts like a motherfucker. As soon as we get settled in somewhere, I'll see what | can do to 
get the bullet out. Until then we have to keep it from bleeding." He lingered, inhaling the scent of David's hair, 
enjoying the feeling of his soft, smooth skin. "David?" 


At the sound of his name from the boxer's mouth, David shuddered. "W-what?" 
| never did get to properly thank you. You saved my life and you don't even know me. Thank you." 


"Welcome." was all David could manage. He pulled away from Dave and made his way back to the forest floor. 
"We should keep moving." He muttered as he pulled on his clothes. 


It was getting dark. David was getting tired and weak and hungry. He was considering what would happen if he 
left Dave to his freedom and crawled back to Mustaine. Would Mustaine shoot him on the spot or just punish 
him for a while and then give him his penthouse back? He was lost in these thoughts when he heard Dave 


holler again. 
"Yes! Look!" 


The foot path ended in what appeared to be an apple orchard. David smiled. There were fruit trees as far as 
the eye could see. Most were apple and the apples hadn't reached maturity but he didn't care. The pair of 
them ran into the orchard, plucking apple after apple. David removed his outer shirt and fashioned into 
something they could dump apples into and carry. Then they came to a vegetable garden and, beyond that, a 
barn. The pair looked at one another. They gathered some tomatoes and zucchini and green beans from the 


garden, placing those treasures with the apples, and then slowly made their way to the barn 


"Someone lives here, Dave. Look at the way the garden is tended and the apple trees are pruned. This could be 
dangerous." He hissed. 


"We're just going to borrow their barn for the night, eat some of their food, and be on our way in the 


morning." 
"Will you tell them that before or after they've shot us?" 


As they crept closer to the barn, Coal scurried ahead, ever diligent in his duties. On the other side of the 
barn, maybe a hundred yards away, stood a small two-story house. The light from an oil lamp glowed from 
the front window. Instantly, David felt a pang of sadness in his heart. It reminded him of his childhood home 
and all the warmth and security and love that it had afforded him. And how he'd never have that again 


"We need to get into the house." Dave quietly said. 


"What?!" David whipped his head around and stared at the boxer. "Do you understand what's going on now, 
Dave? The world is a different fucking place, thanks to that redheaded monster. And we are fugitives. Nobody 


is going to just open their door to us." 
"We'll see." Dave wore a determined expression and marched toward the house. 


"Dave! Dave, no!" David hid behind the corner of the barn and watched as his new friend marched toward 


certain death. "Coal, go save him, please!" 


The cat rushed toward the boxer, mewling in vain, circling his swiftly moving legs. At the porch steps, Dave 
paused to pick Coal up. He climb the four steps and then lightly rapped on the door. David watched in horror 
when a small, white-haired man with a very large shotgun opened the door. The barrel was pointed at Dave's 


face. 


"Um, h-h-hi." He stammered, looking down the barrel at the old man who held it. "Um, I'm Dave. | have a friend 
with me who's hurt. He needs some help. | promise | don't mean any harm. We just.. we just need some help, 


sir, please." 


David thought the other man was the bravest man in the world. Or the stupidest. Or maybe both. He was 
amazed when the shotgun was lowered and Dave and the man appeared to be talking. Dave held Coal in his 
arms and stroked the cats head as he spoke. Finally, with a smile, Dave turned and waved for David. 
Cautiously, David stepped toward the house, wisely leaving the bundle of fruit and vegetables behind. He should 
have been thrilled that they found someone willing to help them but his heart was filled with dread. It was as 
if every step he took, he was getting farther and farther away from the life that he knew, stepping close and 
closer to uncertainty and doubt. Just as David reached for the handrail on the porch, everything grew black 
and his body grew weightless. He didn't feel a thing as he stumbled forward and hit his nose against the edge 
of the step. David was out cold. 


All They Had Was Each Other And A Black Cat Named 
Coal 


Everything ached. His head, especially his nose and cheekbones, his arms and shoulders, his hips, his thighs, and 
calves burned. He groaned and tried to roll over, pulling at the lumpy pillow and the and tattered, thin blanket. 
They didn't feel like his normal, plump down pillow and thick blankets. Slowly an eye opened to investigate why 
these things felt so wrong. And what was that dank, musty smell? 

"Hey," someone whispered. "David?" 

"What?" He grumbled. His other eye could barely open. "What happened? Where the hell am |?" 

The whisperer came into view. Dave. "Remember me?" 

David grunted in response. Coal marched up the bed and circled around David's head. 

"You've been passed out for about twelve hours. You were so tired. But the good news is we got that bullet 
out and flushed out the wound. Doc thinks you're going to be fine. The bad news is you hit your nose when 
you fell and you've got some awful looking black eyes and swelling. Looks like you went ten rounds in the ring. | 
ought to know!" 

"Who's Doc?" 


"The guy who lives here. It's a funny story, really. Do you want to hear it?" 


David groaned. "Not really." He lay back against the lumpy pillow and stared at the musty, dirty floorboards and 


plumbing pipes above him. "Where are we?" 
"Doc's basement. He thought it'd be best. Nobody can see us, you know?" 


"Dave, you didn't tell him who we are, did you?" David sat up again and hissed at the pain flaring through his 
head. 


"Yeah! That's what | mean, funny story. Doc used to work for your boyfriend” 

‘Oh, no. Dave. Dave, Dave, Dave, he's going to fucking bust us! You know you're as good as dead now, right?" 
"No! Listen" Dave moved to the edge of the thin mattress David was laying on. He leaned close to David. "Doc 
was fired from the plant because he tried to convince Mustaine to let him experiment with alternative energy 


sources, thinking he could provide energy to the city, you know? But you and | both know Mustaine's not 
interested in that. So he was fired. And he's been here, working on things since then He showed me some of it 


in the barn. He's a good dude. | think you will like him. Plus, David, he has so much food!" Dave finished and he 
was rubbing his belly. 


"Do you think | could have something to eat?" David asked, almost sheepishly. He wanted to meet the kind man 
who hadn't killed them yet and who was providing them shelter but he was still leery. Any minute now 
Mustaine could barge in and kill Dave and drag David back to a fate worse than death. 

"Yeah! I'll run up and get something. He doesn't have any meat, just so you know. Doc's a vegetarian. Basically 
because he had chickens and piglets and a milk cow but they were all stolen. Well, a couple of the chickens 


were killed by wolves but, mostly, they were stolen 


‘I'm sure whatever you can bring would be great. | liked the looks of those tomatoes.” David offered with a 


weak smile. 
‘Ill see what | can do" Dave gave a wink before turning and flying up the rickety wooden steps. 


David sighed and wound his arms around Coal, pulling the squirming cat against his chest. "What are we gonna 


do, kitty? Huh?" 


The cat squirmed some more and mewled long and low. David let him go and Coal jumped up to one of the 


basement windows, he pushed it open with his head and ducked out. 

"Miserable little asshole." David muttered under his breath. 

In that instant, Dave came barreling back down the stairs. "Shh!" He hissed. "Mustaine's upstairs. Come on" 
"What?!" David shrank back in fear. 

"Its okay. Doc knew this would happen again. Come on, we have to go hide in the root cellar." 

"Again?!" David was frozen, even as Dave was paying at him, trying to get him to stand. 

"Yeah, he came by once this morning. You were still passed out so | carried you. But now you're awake, so 
guess what? You can walk" The boxer grinned and heaved David up onto his feet. With an arm around the 


smaller man's back, Dave hurried him into the older section of the basement and down into an earthen hole. 


When he closed the wooden door on top of them, he noticed David was shivering. "Come here. Let me hold onto 


you so your shivering doesn't give us away. Where's Coal?" 
"Took off out the window." 


"Good boy. He'll go hide and watch. Once he comes back, we know he's gone. Now, quiet, okay?" 


David allowed the younger man to wrap his powerful arms around him. He nestled his face against Dave's 
chest and tried to will himself to calm down. He felt good in Dave's arms. He felt safe and protected. Something 
about the way the bigger man held him let David know that Dave would fight to keep him safe, too. He felt he 
boxer's hands softly stroking along his spine and it made David purr. It had been a long time, maybe never, 
since someone touched him so carefully, so tenderly. David would his arms around Dave's back and pulled him 
tighter. There they sat, in a dark, damp hole in the ground, clinging to one another, and David had never been 
happier. 


Of course, that feeling was destroyed when he heard footsteps on the stairs and then Mustaine's dreadful 


voice. "Are you absolutely sure you're not hiding anything, Professor?" 
‘Only my projects, sir, but you are not interested in those." 
“Still fiddling with those?" 


"They help keep the garden and orchards full. | take my surplus harvest into the city. There's a group there 
that organizes food and such to be handed out." 


"Well, that is very noble of you, Professor.” 


David could hear the sneer in Mustaine's voice. Part of him wanted to clamor out of this hole and smack the 


redhead across his face. He twitched in anger and Dave only tightened his arms, telling David to be still 
"Noble men would hide and protect someone against the likes of me, would they not?" 

"Perhaps. If said noble man was also stupid" 

Mustaine laughed and David had to take a bite of Dave's shirt to keep from screaming. 

"Noble and stupid. That just about sums up David, doesn't it, Chester?" 

"Indeed, sir 


"Well, Professor, should you stumble upon my David, | know you will do the right thing and send him back to 


me. 
"Of course, sir." 

David could hear the shuffle of feet against the dirt floor get farther away until they stopped for a long 
pause. It was only after he counted all the footsteps on the wooden stairs and then the slam of the door at 


the top closing that David exhaled. He started to move when Dave clamped his arms tight again. 


"Wait for Coal." He breathed into David's ear, making the smaller man shudder. 


Even though they were down in the cool earth, David could feel a hot dampness covering his skin. He also felt 
it on Dave's back, making his shirt wet. He started to feel uncomfortable. He was too close to Dave, too 


entwined in him. His breathing picked up and he needed to break free. 


"Hey, hey. Shh. It's okay. | know, its getting hot and we're sweating. Just a few more minutes. Hang in there, 
David." 


More out of frustration than anything else, tears sprang to David's tightly closed eyes. He wanted to howl, he 
wanted to scream, he wanted to take off running and never, ever look back. But more than all of that, David 


wanted to get to know Dave and, for some strange reason, the situation they were in made it feel wrong for 


David to want that. He felt guilty for wanting that. 


After several minutes of David fighting back his emotions and, ultimately, failing, they finally heard scratching 


on the wooden hatch above them followed by Coal's demanding meow. 

"Okay, it's clear." Dave quietly said He could feel the man in his arms breaking down, he could feel David's 
shudders and hear his sniffles. He reached above them and pushed open the door. Giving David a slight boost, 
he helped the smaller man climb out before pulling himself up and out. "Are you okay?" 


Large, dark chocolate eyes looked down at David. And all David could think about was getting lost in them. 


With a scowl, he nodded and quickly turned away. "Im still hungry." His voice was sharp, terse. He wasn't angry 
at Dave so he wasn't sure why he spoke to him that way. 


Dave climbed the steps slowly, giving Mustaine even more time to get farther away. He returned moments 


later with a tray which held a few pieces of fruit and a bowl of hot tomato soup. 


"Well, if anything, we'll clean out our pipes, you know, eating all this fruit.” The younger man offered with a 


weak grin. 
David grinned but was more interested in devouring that soup. 


As he ate, Dave chattered on. "Doc says after dark, we can come up. We can go outside and walk the orchard, 
you know, stretch our legs. He said he's got some fresh fish he can feed Coal, too. There's a little pond - " 


"Really?" David's face finally showed a genuine smile. 


"Yeah, there's a pond beyond the orchard. | guess that's where the stream starts. Anyway, he says there's 
some small fish in there. Not enough really for us to eat but perfect for cats." Dave smiled, glad to see David 
starting to come to life. "He also said if you wanted to take a shower, he's modified his plumbing a little so it 


doesn't work on electric. It works on steam power. It's okay. Not a lot of pressure but enough to get clean" 


"Oh, that would be fantastic!" David looked down at his dirty, tattered clothes. "But | would have to put these 


back on?" 
| don't know. Doc might have something that would fit you cause you're tiny.’ 


A pink flush spread across David's cheeks. "Not so tiny." He muttered. 


After sun down, they emerged from the basement like some sort of nocturnal creatures. David formally 
thanked the Professor, who smiled warmly and nodded. He took a quick, lukewarm shower and dressed in the old 
jeans and t-shirt that Doc left for him. When Dave said they would go for a walk, Doc thrust a large basket 


into Dave's hands. 


“Apples, lots of them. And tomorrow, you'll start earning your keep if you want to stay on here. If you decide 
to move on, thats okay, too. Ill send you off with some food." 


"Thank you, Doc. For everything.” 
"Behave out there." Doc said with a soft smile before returning to his chair and the book he was reading. 


Along with Coal, Dave and David walked the rows of trees, plucking apples here and there and filling the basket. 
Dave set it down when it was full. 


"Do you want to keep walking and, on our way back, I'll pick it up again?" 

"Yeah, I'd like that." 

Coal ran ahead, chasing after a lightning bug. 

Dave stuffed his hands in his pockets and cautiously asked, "Why'd you get freaked out before?" 

David frowned. He didn't want to talk about himself, not like this. He wanted to hear more about Dave. But he 
answered as best he could. "I don't know, really. It got hot and it was dirty and | guess it made me mad that 

this is going to be what life is like now. | mean | would do it again to save you but I'm going to spend the rest 
of my life in dark, dirty holes." 

The younger man's brow knotted. "You could go back if you wanted. Tell him | made you help me." 


"| don't want to go back!" He sharply said and started to walk faster. 


"David! David, wait. I'm sorry." Dave grabbed hold of David's elbow. 


Without thinking about it, David swung around and threw a fist at Dave. 

The bigger man caught it before it reached his face. Gently, he lowered David's hand. "Don't do that" 
"Don't grab me” David mumbled, trying to twist his arm free from Dave's powerful grip. 

"| wouldn't ever hurt you" The moonlight shimmered in those large brown eyes which pooled with sadness. 


Before getting completely lost in them, David turned. Dave let go of him and let him walk ahead. The smaller 
man reached up and plucked a leaf from one of the trees. 


"He loved me once." 

Dave moved quickly to catch up and listen to the other man 

"He did. He loved me once upon a time. He was so good to me." 

"What happened?" 

"I don't know. | just don't know. He got greedy. He forgot who | was, forgot who he was. Everything became 
about how much he could get from someone or something. | don't know what he wanted from me. | played the 
good, obedient, little boyfriend. | gave him everything he wanted but it wasn't enough to make him stop." 

"Stop hurting you?" 

Emotions began to swell in David, again. Frustration, anger, resentment, embarrassment. He gave a bit of a nod. 
"What did you want from him?" 

"Just wanted him to love me again like he once did." 

Dave reached for the smaller man again and, this time, David crashed into him, clutching Dave tightly. For a 


long moment, they stood in the middle of the apple orchard, holding onto one another. It became clear to them 


both; all they had was each other and a black cat named Coal. But maybe that was all they truly needed. 


For You. For Him. 


Dave took David's head in his hands and tilted it so that he could look into David's eyes. The moonlight gave an 


eery light to David's amber-colored gems. Slowly, Dave lowered his head in an attempt to kiss David. 
"No," David murmured and shrunk back. 


Dave immediately apologized, also taking a step back. "I'm sorry!" He cringed, shaking his head. "That was stupid 


of me. I'm really sorry, David" 
‘Im just not ready for you to, you know, do something like that." He snuck a peek at Dave through the fringe 
of his hair. The younger man looked upset with himself. And the fact that Dave backed away from David 


instead of coming at him was not lost on him, either. "But you can hold my hand if you like." 


A shaking hand was held out toward Dave and, with a small smile on his lips, he took it. "Where you think that 


cat's gotten to?" 

"Coal? Your guess is as good as mine." 

They began their walk back toward the house, hand in hand, when Dave asked, "Where'd you find him?" 
"Believe it or not, he was a Christmas gift from Mustaine." 


That made Dave giggle. A soft, ironic giggle at first that grew and grew until both men were laughing in the 
darkness of the orchard. "Bet he regrets that now." 


"He regretted it almost immediately. Coal hated him. He would sit up on the bedside table and hiss at Mustaine 


when he'd get in „um, get in bed.. with me." David trailed off at the end, embarrassed at his admission to Dave. 


"Funny how cats can see through people like that” Dave carried on, noticing David's embarrassment and trying 


to smooth it over. 
"Funny how he found you. Then brought me your tattered old shirt! 

"And brought me your guitar pick" Dave looked at David 

David looked at Dave. "Do you think Coal is trying to hook us up?" 

Both men started laughing at their own absurdity. A cat trying to play matchmaker. 


On cue, however, Coal showed up and starting mewling while weaving in and out of David's feet. Finally, David 


stopped and picked the cat up in his free arm, putting Coal on his shoulders. Coal walked across David's 


shoulders and hopped up onto Dave's. 
"Its because l'm taller." Dave offered, which made David smile. 


"We're heading into winter." David murmured once they were back in the basement. He climbed into the ratty 


old bed and pulled the blankets around himself. 

Coal was curled up on one of the pillows. And Dave stood with his head bent a little to avoid the low floor 
beams. He could curl up on the dirt floor with a blanket and be okay but David was right, it was beginning to 
get chilly at night. 

"David, can l.. um, can | have another blanket? It is rather cold, you're right" 

He looked up at the younger man. Dave wore a t-shirt and flannel shirt buttoned up over it. The jeans Doc had 
given him were a little too short and his socks were torn and holey. "Why don't you get in this bed with me. 
We can share the body heat" 

"Are you sure? | don't want to scare you." 


David lowered his gaze, a little smile played on his lips. "You don't scare me." 


‘Its okay. | understand why. He was, uh, he was brutal. Remember what happened to me. So | know why you 


would be scared of another coming close to you." 

"m not scared of that. That didn't hurt at all toward the end. What scared me toward the end was knowing he 
found another way to hurt me. And that was by hurting you." David looked up at Dave again. "Please get into 
this bed with me." 


Dave slowly lay down beside David and pulled the blankets up to his chin. "Do you know what | want to do again 


someday?" 

"Eat ice cream." David replied. 

"No!" Dave laughed softly. "Well, yeah. That's a good one. But | want to ride a motorcycle again" 
"You used to ride motorcycles?" 

"Yep. And drink whiskey and smoke cigarettes. Even weed if we could get our hands on some." 
David giggled. "I want to go to a drive in movie and eat popcorn. And bake cookies." 


Dave laughed and turned his body toward David. "You like to bake?" 


"Sometimes.You like to smoke weed?" 


"Sometimes." He stretched an arm out and gently moved a lock of David's hair from his forehead. ‘Someday, I'd 


like to head back to California. What do you think it's like over there these days?" 


"Mustaine told me the crash took out most of the States. | don't know if that's true or not. Is California where 


you're from?" 
Dave shook his head. "Lived out there for a long time but I'm from the east coast, here. | grew up in DC" 


David hummed in response. He could feel his eyes growing heavy. Dave had unconsciously continued to stroke 


his hair for him. 

"Sleepy?" 

"Mm hrm." 

"Okay. Sweet dreams, David." 


"Sweet dreams, Dave." 


The morning found David alone. Even Coal was gone. He lingered in the lumpy bed for a while, replaying the 
previous night. Dave tried to kiss him after their first argument. Dave held his hand and got into bed with 
David, gently touching his face and his hair. Dave talked about the future and they had laughed. David sighed. 
For the first time in a very long time, David felt a warm glow in his heart which he recognized as hope. David 


had hope. 


Upstairs, he found the Doc and Dave making breakfast. The small kitchen smelled of coffee and bacon and 


David was astounded. 
"Doc, where did you find bacon?" 
"| bartered some fruit for it. Eggs are fresh, too. Help yourself." 


After breakfast, Doc's going to show me some of his contraptions in the garage and then maybe he'll take me 
to the barter market" Dave's eyes sparkled as he fixed David a plate of food. 


"Cooll I'd love to see that, too." 


"You can't! Dave's face suddenly clouded. "David, you can't leave this farm at all. What if someone recognizes 


you?" 


"Who?" David became defensive. 


"| don't know. Mustaine's men could still be around" Dave lowered his voice. "I can't let anything happen to you 


now. 
The older man scowled. "Now?" 
"| mean at all. | can't let anything happen to you. | owe you." 


Doc raised an eyebrow, his lips pressed into a thin line, but he said nothing. Coal jumped into David's lap and 
begged for food. David couldn't help feeling like a prisoner. Again. 


David trailed behind Dave and Doc as they walked to the barn. He sulked, wanting to see the barter market, 
wanting to be free to come and go as he pleased. He traded a gilted cage in an ivory tower for a muddy pit in 
basement. 

Doc was working on some machinery that would convert steam power to electricity for, not only his home, but 
for city blocks. He realized that there needed to be a way to scale down the size of the machinery if it was 
going to work for several homes at once. Dave was fascinated He walked around the contraptions made of 
copper tubing and sheet metal. 

"Where do you get the stuff?" 

"Barter market." Doc grinned. 


"Cooll | can't wait to see it!" Dave exclaimed and then had to force back his enthusiasm when he looked at 


David, who rolled his eyes. 

David walked out of the barn and tilted his face toward the sky. 
"Hey." Dave said softly as he stepped in beside David. 

"| just wanted to be free." 

Dave took a step closer. "We are." 


"No," David turned to face him. "You are. | have to live in a basement and stay here while you get to go out 


and see a market and other faces and talk to them if you want. I'm left here." 
Dave put his arm around David's shoulders. "I'm sorry." 


"It's not your fault" 


‘Im still sorry." Dave turned his body and wrapped his other arm around David. 


David sighed and lay his head against Dave's chest, arms winding around the taller man's back to clutch his 


shoulders. 


"You are free now." Dave whispered and let his lips touch the top of David's head. "I'm sorry you don't feel 


that way, but the truth is that | can't lose you. So please stay safe for me?" 


"For you. For him. When is my life going to be for me?" David pushed himself away and hurried out into the 


orchard. 


Dave started for him when Doc touched his arm. "Let him go. Last thing he needs is someone he actually likes 


breathing down his neck." 


Imagining Life 
David had seen Dave and Doc off. Dave carried a bundle of fruits and vegetables on his back while Doc carried 


a rucksack full of old chemistry textbooks. Their list of items to purchase included more eggs, bread, and, 
much to Dave's delight, beer. 


It's home brewed, of course, and it's not bad. But it's nothing like you remember getting at your local bar." 


Doc explained. 

He was going to try to barter his books for more tubing and a metal basin 
"Can we make our own beer?" Dave asked. 

"Are we going to be here long enough?" David asked. 

Dave turned and looked at him, taking in the angry expression. "Maybe not. Okay." 


"David, please feel free to make yourself at home. But if you want something to do, you can pick tomatoes and 


onions from the garden. We should be back by late afternoon" Doc gave David a gentle smile. 
"Okay. Thank you." 


He watched as they made their way down the road. Dave turned to look back several times. Finally, David 
smiled and waved. Coal sat beside his feet and watched the two other men leave, as well. Then he looked up at 


David and meowed. 
"Hungry? Come on. | bet there's some fish for you." 


Inside, the small house, David found two small cleaned and gutted fish for Coal. He made himself another cup of 
coffee and picked at the apple muffins Doc had baked. Then he wandered through the house, looking at some of 
Doc's belongings. A small, darkened living room sat on the other side of the foyer. On the walls were 
photographs of the farm. Spring, summer, fall, and winter. The barn, the house, the orchard. There was a 
small, beat up, forest green couch pushed up against the wall. A brightly colored crocheted afghan blanket sat 
on the back of it. David smiled, reaching out to feel its softness. He could remember his mother making many 
of those. He moved on to a bookshelf and was flabbergasted when he found a small, portable record player and 
a small stack of records. David set his mug down and started to eagerly pour through the records. He found 
an old, slightly beat up copy of the Beatles’ Yellow Submarine and quickly pulled the record from its sleeve. He 
carefully placed it on the turntable of the orange and brown Zenith record player. 


As the record played, David sat on the couch. Coal jumped up beside him. By the time All You Need Is Love had 
finished, David and Coal were snuggled under the afghan. Okay, he thought. He was happy and warm. He could 
get used to this. David wrapped the blanket around his shoulders and wandered the house some more. He 


climbed the creaking steps and found more photographs of the farm. There was one of the house where David 
noticed a man and a little girl sitting on the front steps. Who was the other man? And what of the child? 


Upstairs, David found two bedrooms besides the bathroom where he had used the shower. One bedroom was 
clearly Doc's. The other held a small twin bed, a chest of drawers and a child's toy box which sat under the 
window that was adorned with frilly lace curtains. A chill ran up his spine when he realized he was intruding. 


David clutched the blanket tighter and quickly made his way back downstairs to the kitchen 


Coal joined David in the garden, he meandered his way between the tomato plants and the pumpkin vines. After 
David filled a basket of tomatoes, he started on the onions. But he kept eyeing a large, oblong pumpkin. He 
wondered if Doc had the proper ingredients, and tools, for that matter, to bake a pie. He carried the basket 
back inside and then took inventory. David had everything he would need. Before he began, however, David 
turned to the wood stove. 


Coal sat on the table behind him, purring. 


| know | can do it, Coal. Just give me a second" David grew up with wood stoves and fire places but they'd 
never had to use one to cook or bake. He loaded the firebox with more wood and stoked the fire. He opened the 
oven door to find two racks with a thermometer hanging off the top one. He put the pie pan in the center of 
the bottom rack. 


After ten minutes, David quickly checked the temperature and turned the pie. He did this every ten to fifteen 
minutes for an hour and fifteen minutes. It was perfect. Dave proudly took the pie from the oven and set it on 


the table. He stared at it for a moment and then looked at Coal. 
"I know it's perfect. Don't you dare touch it. That's for Doc and Dave." 


David felt much better about himself after the successful baking. He decided to see what else he could make 
with the food and supplies Doc had. He found a stock pot and a bag of rice. David decided to try his hand at 
vegetable rice soup. He stewed some tomatoes and onions, added water, zucchini, green beans and the rice. 
Covering the pot, he let it simmer while he decided to try to clean up the basement a little, to make it feel 
more comfortable for Dave and himself. He dug through some of Doc's boxes, finding more clothes, more 
blankets, more books. In the back corner there was a dismantled bedframe and two mismatched end tables, 
along with a throw rug and an oil lamp. David put the bed frame together over the rug and managed to get 
the bed made with the extra blankets he found. He arranged the end tables, putting the oil lamp on the one on 
"his side". Claiming his own side of the bed versus Dave's made David grin. He then took the rest of the 
clothes upstairs. He stirred the soup before taking the box out to the porch where he could sort through the 
clothes in the brisk afternoon sun. 


Yeah, he thought as he surveyed the farm, he could get used to this. David's imagination ran away with him. 
He imagined he and Dave living there, making a nice, cozy home for themselves. He imagined them sleeping in 
the bedroom upstairs instead of the basement. He imagined Dave wrapping his arms around him and kissing 


him before laying him down on the bed. 


Coal mewled and lay down on the porch, rolling onto his back and stretching his legs. 
"Subtle, Coal. Thanks." Dave scolded the cat. 


Coal then pulled himself up and sat on his butt, flattening his ears and closing his eyes as if grinning at David, 
before he ran down the steps and across the yard to the orchard. David shook his head, smiling to himself, 


vowing that, when Dave returned, he'd apologize for acting like a brat. 


In the box, David found a camel colored corduroy blazer, three multi-colored sweaters, a grey v-neck button 
down sweater, a burgundy leather jacket, two pairs of grey trousers, and three pairs of jeans. All of the items 
were too big for him. David wondered if they belonged to the mystery man in the photo. At the bottom of the 
box were more photos. Some of the man, some of Doc, some of both of them with a little toddler in a pink 


dress. Did Doc have a family? 


David decided to pick more apples. He wandered the orchard with a basket, picking only the best ones. He picked 
the biggest, ripest one to eat himself. David spent all afternoon roaming the orchard and garden and yard. He 
found the end of the trail that brought he and Dave to the farm. David stood at the head of the trail and 
thought about their journey that day. Then he realized just how close to the city and to Mustaine they 
actually still were. It had to be only a few miles. Yet, to David, it may as well have been the other side of the 


world. 


The sun was setting and Dave and Doc were still not back. David hated to admit it, but he was worried about 
them. He tried to sit quietly on the couch and wait, reading the book he plucked from Doc's shelf, The Count of 
Monte Cristo. He didn't get too far into the book when Coal, who was curled up in David's lap, picked his head 
up. His eyes were wide and his ears twitched this way and that. The cat jumped from David's lap and went to 
the door. He turned back to David, whose heart was in his throat, and gave him another smile. Coal mewled and 


waited patiently. 


Dave and Doc entered the house, talking and laughing, carrying their bags. At the sight of David in the 
doorway, their talking stopped and Dave grinned. 


"Hey!" 

"Hi," David returned the taller man's grin. "Where have you been? | was starting to get worried" 

"Sorry about that. We ran into a couple guys Doc knows. And we got a bunch of great stuff, David!" Dave 
started pulling things from his bag. Eggs, bacon, flour, maple syrup, blueberries, and two bottles of homemade 


beer. Then Dave pulled out a small block of something wrapped in brown paper. "I got this for you." 


"What is it?" David took it in both hands and started to peel away the paper to reveal a block of semi-sweet 
chocolate. "Chocolate?" David's eyes twinkled. 


"Yeah, it's more for baking than eating. You said you liked baking, so .." Dave blushed a little as he shrugged. 
"I baked a pumpkin pie while you were gone." 
"No way!" 


David wrapped up the chocolate and pointed at the pie. "I also made a vegetable rice soup. It's still hot if you're 
both hungry." 


Doc was busy unpacking his bag, a little smile on his lips. 


"Doc, | also rearranged a little bit downstairs. | hope you don't mind. | found more clothes, too. Too big for me. 


They'll probably fit Dave, though." He hinted at trying to get Doc to explain whose they were. 
Dave was already cutting into the pie. 
"Pie is for dessert, Dave!" 


It was late when they finished cleaning up. David told Dave to close his eyes as he carefully led him down to 


their "bedroom". He stood him in front of the bed and then told him to open his eyes. 
Dave smiled. "You did all this yourself?" 


He nodded. "| was bored and mad at you. | had to burn that energy somehow. And, by the way, lim not mad 


anymore. | understand." 
‘I'm sorry, David. I'm sorry that you feel like you're still trapped 
"| don't. Not really." It was his turn to blush. "At least, not when I'm with you." David turned to look at Dave. 


Dave's big, dark eyes were soft when he carefully took a step toward David. Ever so slowly, he slid his hand 
along David's jaw. David lifted his hand to wrap around Dave's wrist. His eyes flickered shut as he tilted his 
head back slightly. Dave leaned in, giving David all the time in the world to back away. When he didn't, Dave 


leaned in and pressed his lips to David's. 


David wanted this to happen but, at the same time, he was terrified. He gripped Dave's wrist, ready to yank it 
away. But Dave moved so slowly and gently, David was determined to let this happen. He held his breath when 
Dave kissed him. When Dave moved his lips, David responded in kind. When Dave parted his lips and let David 
feel the tip of his tongue, David parted his lips. They stood on the rug, next to the bed, making out. David 
finally moved his other hand to Dave's shoulder, sliding along to the back of his neck, under his hair. He purred 
softly against Dave's mouth. 


Dave gently pulled away and gazed into David's eyes. "Wanted to do that for a long time." 


David grinned, lowering his eyes. "Really?" 

"Yeah. You know | did Even before the other night when you looked so gorgeous under the moonlight" 
"I'm sorry for acting like a brat." 

‘Its nothing. You didn't." 

| did, but thanks." 


This time, Dave didn't hesitate to undress down to his shorts and climb into the bed beside David. Indeed, he 


snuggled down into the mound of blankets and wrapped his arms around the smaller man 
"Goodnight, David." 

"Goodnight, Dave." 

Coal mewled as he kneaded David's pillow with his front paws. 


"Goodnight, Coal." 


The Tree With The Gnarled Bark 


As autumn gave way to winter, they harvested everything in the garden and orchard. Doc and David spent a 
lot of time in the kitchen canning the fruits and vegetables for future use. They made a large pot of apple 
sauce and canned that. They stewed the tomatoes and made sauce and soups and canned those. 

As they worked, David glanced at Doc several times, wondering how to approach the subject. 


"You keep looking at me. Something on your mind, son?" 


He hesitated but decided to just do it. The worst that could happen is Doc would shut him down. "Um, 


remember when | found the clothes down in the basement?" 

"Yog" 

‘Ive been wanting to ask you who they belonged to." 

"| know." 

David's face fell. "Okay, so it's something you don't want to talk about" 

"Not especially but ask your questions anyway. | might surprise you." 

"Who did they belong to? Was it the man in your photographs?" 

"It was." 

"Who is he?" 

"His name is Joe." 

David tried not to get impatient with Doc's clipped answers. "Where is he now?" 
"He rests in the far end of the orchard, under the tree with the gnarled bark" 
"And the little girl?" 

"What about her?" 

"What is her name?" 


"Ariel." 


"And where is she now?" 

"Under the same tree." 

David looked at Doc, who continued to work. "Oh, Doc. I'm so sorry. What happened?" 

"They were killed in the Event: 

David took a step back and blanched. “By by by ..2" 

"Mr. Mustaine?" Doc finally looked up and met David's eye. "Indirectly, | suppose. They were coming home when 
it happened and got caught in the initial rioting. He, Joe, was able to carry Ariel all the way back here but she 
was already gone. And | tried to save him. | tried so hard but | didn't have the right equipment." 

I'm so sorry.” David mumbled. 

"Me, too." Dave said from the doorway behind David. 

David spun around and stared at the taller man. Dave dropped his glance from Doc to David. There was 
something in the way he looked at David, big, chocolate eyes full of sorrow, that made David put down the jars 


he was labeling and rush to Dave. He threw his arms around Dave's waist and held him tightly. When Dave's 


arms went around him, too, David pressed his face into Dave's chest. 


"lim going to kill him." 


David was wrapped in Dave's arms under a mound of blankets. It was pitch black and completely silent in the 


basement. He could feel Dave's warm breath on the back of his neck. 


Dave's eyes popped open at the sound of David's voice. What he said made Dave's stomach tighten. He nuzzled 


his face in David's hair and murmured softly. 

"We're never going to see him again" 

"| said | was going to kill him. | will go back there and end all of this." 
"David," Dave tried again. "He's not your problem. You're free." 


David rolled over and searched Dave's face in the dark "I'm not free. We discussed this. As long as he's out 


there, l'm stuck in this basement. And as long as he's out there, innocent people will continue to die." 


"I can't let you go back there, David. | can't risk losing you." 

"Then help me succeed and then we will both truly be free." 

Dave gave a little whine, knowing he was not going to win this. 

David's fingers trailed across Dave's jaw. "Teach me to fight like you." 

"David" 

"Please." 

The younger man relented with a little sigh. "You would do it, anyway, wouldn't you?" 


David nodded and then moved to nuzzle his face against Dave's neck. "But I'd rather have your help." He gave 
Dave soft kisses, tasting the salt and tang of his skin. 


"Are you trying to butter me up?" Dave asked. 

"Is it working?" The smaller man purred in his ear. 

"Of course it is." 

"Good" David rolled over again and gave Dave his back. "It's settled. We'll start tomorrow." 
Dave groaned. "You're killing me." 


A tiny grin tickled David's lips. 


Dave and David stood in the doorway of the barn. Dave had set up a crude training ring in the corner, beyond 


the steam machines. David shivered and wrapped his arms around himself. 

"Its cold out." 

Dave laughed and wrapped an arm around David's shoulders. "We'll get you good and warm in no time." 
He started by giving David a length of rope. "Jump rope." 

David scowled. "| said teach me to fight" 


"I am. You have to be light on your feet, David. Nimble, or something like that. Part of fighting is avoiding being 


hit, not just hitting." The idea of Mustaine getting his hands on David again scared the hell out of Dave. 
When David stared at him, Dave picked up another piece of rope and smiled. "Come on, we'll do it together." 
For seven days, they jumped rope, took long jogs, weaved in and out of the trees in the orchard, doing wind 
sprints. Dave followed David through the trees, coaching and encouraging him. Finally, panting and sweating, 
David stopped and turned sharply. 


"lm sick of this!" He lashed out. "I'm not learning anything and we're wasting time!" 


When he lunged to push Dave back, Dave sidestepped him and then caught David as he stumbled. The older 
man struggled to free himself from Dave's grasp but Dave held him tightly. 


"Fucking let go of mel" He cursed and wriggled and hissed. 
Dave gently turned David to face him. "Patience, David, please." 


‘I've been patient! I've been patient for thirty fucking years! | want a life!" He finally squirmed free and took a 
few stumbling steps away from Dave. "| want a fucking life with you!" 


The world around them froze as they stared at each other, one just as astonished at the admission as the 
other. David sagged and turned away. Dave, on the other hand, grinned and took a step forward. He was halted 
when David put a hand out. But, this time, Dave persisted He reached out and took David's hand, entwining 
their fingers. 


Coal mewled and wound his way around David's legs before settling in front of David, under the tree with the 
gnarled bark. He mewled and then squeezed his eyes closed as if to smile at David. With a sigh, David gave a 
little nod. His eyes fell to the ground beneath the tree and the two small, flat stones that Doc used as 
markers. 

"Fine. Fine. Is this what you want, Coal?" David asked the little cat. 

‘Its what | want." Dave offered, giving David's hand a gentle tug. 


The older man lifted his head and gave Dave a withering look. "But why?" 


He pulled David closer, wrapping his other arm around him. "Because, in setting me free, you captured my 


heart and | hope to do the same for you." 


You Have To Let Them Take Him 


"David! Davidl" Dave yelled as he ran down the stairs to rouse the other man 
David groaned as he rolled over. The thick blankets were tucked all around him. He struggled to loosen them, 
grinning as he realized Dave had done it when he got up in the morning, leaving him to sleep more. As he tried 


to toss the blankets off him, he shivered. 


"Its snowing!" Dave announced as he pounced on the bed. "Come up! It's warmer up there and Doc made 


pancakes and it's snowing!" 
David smiled as Dave hovered over him. He reached up and stroked his hand over Dave's hair. "Good morning." 


Dave gave him a quick kiss and then slid off of him. David got up and put some clothes on along with a pair of 
boots Doc had given him. Together, they climbed the steps up to the house. 


"Ah, there he is. Good morning, David." Doc smiled as he plated the pancakes. 

"Good morning. Thank you." 

Dave poured coffee and sat beside David. 

"So, | know it must be getting quite chilly down there." Doc began. 

Dave and David looked at each other. 

"Would you like to move up to the other bedroom?" 

David grinned, a little blush spreading along his cheeks. "That'd be really great, Doc. Thank you." 

After breakfast, Dave and David dismantled the small child's bed and took it downstairs. They also, with Doc's 
blessing, removed the toy box in order to make room for the double bed. David made the bed up and then sat 
and looked out the window. He could see out over the garden and orchard from the second story. He laughed 
when he saw Coal bouncing through the snow, chasing after a bird. 


"Hey." Dave softly said from the doorway. "Do you want to go for a walk in the snow?" 


David turned. He found Dave with a grey plaid scarf wrapped around his neck and that camel blazer over top a 
maroon sweater. "Wow. Look at you." 


"Wait. It gets better." Dave replied and then plunked a pageboy cap on his head. 


David stood up and crossed the room. He smiled and flicked a finger at Dave's hat. "You look gorgeous. ls that 


Doc's hat?" 

Dave grinned and nodded, offering David his hand. "There is a hand and a pair of gloves downstairs for you." 
Outside, David pulled on a black beanie and slid his gloved hand into Dave's as they walked. He looked up into the 
sky and felt the snowflakes land on his face. They walked together, gently kicking up the snow, chasing after 
Coal. 

"Christmas is coming." 

| know. What do you want?" 

David laughed. "| want to go to California and ride motorcycles and smoke weed." 

Dave swung their joined hands. "Some day, David. | promise." 

They rounded the barn and walked up onto the road, making their way back toward the house. 

"Dave?" 

Hm?" 

"What do you want for Christmas?" 


"Nothing | don't already have. | have a warm house to live in, | have food to eat, | have a good friend, and a 


cool cat" 

"Oh." 

"Most of all, | have you." Dave said as he pulled David to a stop and smiled at him. "Your nose is red" 

"IFs cold." 

Dave wrapped his arms around the smaller man and held him against his chest. "I'll keep you warm." 

David tilted his face up. "Kiss me?" 

He grinned as he gently leaned into David and pressed his warm lips to the other man's. Slowly, Dave parted his 
lips and touched David's bottom lip with his tongue. David purred as he welcomed Dave's tongue into his mouth. 


They stood in the snowy road, making out, for what felt to David like an eternity. | wasn't until Coal pushed his 
head against David's leg that they parted. Back in the yard, Dave ran ahead and dove into the snow in the yard. 


"What are you doing?!" David laughed. 
"Snow angels! Come onl" 


David joined the other man on the ground and laughed as he moved his arms and legs back and forth. He had 


made a snow angel since he was a child back in Minnesota. 


In their new bedroom, it was much warmer and peaceful than the basement. David still snuggled into Dave for 


warmth. 

"You are a human oven. | love it." He murmured, pressing little kisses to Dave's bare chest. 
Dave softly hissed and moaned. "David," He whispered. 

Hm?" 

"L." He shifted slightly, turning the lower half of his body away from the other. 


David purred and trailed a hand down Dave's stomach, going for his groin when a larger, stronger hand caught 


his wrist. 
"Please don't." Dave groaned. "David, | want to. God, you don't know how badly | want to, but l'm not ready." 


"Don't say that just because you think I'm not ready." David grumbled. His defenses were snapping back into 


place. 


"No! No, it's not that. I'm not trying to be a saint here. It's just „you mean something to me and | want it to 
be right and special." 


"Fine." David turned over, giving Dave his back. He bit his lip to keep from saying something else he'd likely 


regret. 


"Doc?" Dave began quietly as they worked in the barn. 


"Yes?" Doc was elbow deep in a machine, assembling a belt drive, while Dave assisted by handing him parts and 
tools. 


"What can Í do for David for Christmas? | have nothing to give him." 


"What do you want to do for him?" 
Dave paused to think. "| want to prove to him that I'm serious about him." 
"What does that mean to you? Serious?" 


"| mean no matter what happens, l'm going to stand at his side and, and .." He trailed off, eyes becoming wide, 


jaw set in deep contemplation. 

"And what?" Doc gently pushed. 

"Love him. l'm going to love him." 

"Maybe that's all the gift David needs from you." 


Dave smiled, not entirely convinced. David was used to the finest things. He had already given up so much of 
his old life. He lived in a cold, dirty basement, he made do with second hand clothes. David deserved something 


rice, something like the luxury he was used to. 


When Dave and Doc returned to the house for something to eat and coffee to warm them up, they found a 


note from David on the table. 


"Went to the barter market. Please don't worry. No one will recognize me. | just needed to find something. Back 
soon - David. PS Coal is with me." 


Dave looked at Doc, panic written all over his face. "Doc, we gotta - 


Doc nodded. Very quickly, they gathered some gear, a few things to trade for information, should they need 


them, weapons. Doc kept slung the shotgun over his shoulder while Dave holstered a pistol under his arm. 


The market was a lot bigger and busier than David imagined. He wandered through with the hood of his coat 
up over his head and a pair of sunglasses over his eyes. Coal was being kept under his coat and would 
occasionally poke his head out to look around. He was looking to trade a gold necklace that Mustaine had given 
him. He had been wearing it and not thinking twice about it until it came time to think about a gift for Dave. 
David had no idea what he wanted to get for Dave, he just knew it had to be special. It had to convey to Dave 
exactly what David felt for him. 


He wandered from booth to booth. Some held fruits and vegetables, some held meats, some held spices, some 
held regular household items like lamps and linens and books. Still others held records and acoustic guitars and 
books of sheet music. David stood in front of that booth, longing to touch the guitars. Coal nudged his head 
into David's chin. "Keep moving," He told him. 


David gave a sigh and began to wonder if he had anything else he could trade for one of the guitars. He also 
began to wonder why Doc and Dave had been so afraid to let him come here. He moved on, examining the 
contents of every booth, unaware that people were watching the curious man in the sunglasses with the cat in 
his coat. After making his way through all the booths in the market and coming up empty, David dejectedly 
shuffled out onto the street. Another cluster of tents and stalls caught his eye and he wandered over. One 
man had small scooters and motorcycles and David immediately brightened when he saw an old Triumph sitting 


in pieces toward the back of the stall. He was sure that, between Dave and Doc, they could get it running. 


"Hey, um," He began as Coal popped his head out. With an embarrassed laugh, David stuffed the cat back into 
his coat. "I'm interested in that Triumph back there." 


An older man with a long grey, straggly beard eyed David up and down. "What do you got?" 


David pulled the gold chain from his pocket and held it up. The man took it and was clearly impressed by its 
weight. He glanced at David again and again, Coal popped his head out and mewled this time. 


"Wait here. | got a guy who'll verify this is real.” 
"Oh, its real. Trust me." David offered. 
The man laughed loudly. "Sure! Trust you." 


David frowned and could feel the flush spreading on his cheeks. He watched the grizzly bear of a man leave his 


stall and wander down an aisle until he disappeared. 

"Fuck, Coal. | think | screwed up." 

This time, the cat stayed in the coat but stared up at David with large green eyes. 

He waited for what felt like forever. He was getting anxious, sure that the man had stolen his necklace and 
wouldn't come back. He considered trying to find him, David's heart raced and beads of sweat dotted his 
forehead. He kicked himself for being so stupid and naive. Just as he started to take a step in the direction the 
other man had wandered, he heard someone behind him say his name. David froze. He knew that voice. Chester. 
The bearded man reappeared, a large smirk on his face. He held the necklace out and David cursed as he 
swiped it up. Chester reached past him and gave the man a large stack of cash. During the exchange, Coal 
wriggled from David's coat, jumped down and took off. 


"Coal" David howled in agony. He started to run after the cat when he was grabbed by two other man. 


David struggled and kicked and screamed until Chester hauled off and smacked him across his face, sending the 
sunglasses flying to the ground. 


Across the market, Dave and Doc watched the entire thing. They had just arrived and smiled happily that 


they'd found David. Until Chester approached him. Dave was about to yell when Doc covered his mouth. He took 
Dave's arm and held it tightly. 


"Let him go. You have to let them take him. We'll never win against them in this place." Doc hissed. 


You've Had An Adventure 


Author's Notes: 
TW: Rape and violence. 


He was hauled through the streets for everybody to see. At first, David struggled and kicked and screamed. 
Chester quickly quieted him up, however, with a couple good, hard backhands across David's face. His nose was 
bleeding and his lip was split. his feet started to drag behind him as he stopped bothering to try to keep up 
with the men who held each of his arms. 


When they entered the building, he foolishly thought Mustaine would be there, waiting. Waiting to beat him, 
waiting to scream at him, waiting to laugh at him. But he wasn't. He was nowhere to be found as David was 


tossed back into his penthouse suite. And that was even worse. 


“Take a shower. You fucking stink” Chester chastised him. "And then wait here." He chuckled as he closed the 
door and turned the lock. 


David stood in the center of the room, looking around. In the time that he'd been gone, the room appeared to 

have gone untouched. Everything was as he left it. David half expected Coal to come running out from under 

the bed or something. The idea of a long, hot shower appealed to him. He stripped off his hand-me-downs and 
left them on the floor as he hurried into his bathroom and found all his soaps and lotions exactly as they 


were. 


He stayed in the shower for a long time, delighting in the constant, endless stream of hot water, washing his 
hair with his favorite shampoo. And then washing it again. He ran his soap sudsy hands over his body, realizing 
that he could pick out his ribs now and how his stomach seemed to him a little flatter. 


‘Dave will like that; He thought. ‘.which Dave?" 


Dave. Would his dark-haired beauty figure out what had happened? Would he come for David? Or would he 
embrace his freedom and head back to California alone? David decided that's what he should do. Dave should 
find Coal and take him to California and forget about David. This is obviously David's fate. 


He stood in front of his vanity mirror and used the hair dryer to blow out his hair, all the while staring into 
his own eyes. Yes, this was his fate. He may as well try to make the best of it. David blew his hair out in soft 
waves around his face. He applied moisturizer to his skin and brushed his teeth until they were gleaming white. 
He then pulled out a pair of tiny bronze satin shorts and a matching robe. He would make sure Mustaine 


understood that David was here to stay and he intended on being his perfect, obedient, little pet. 


If he threw himself at Dave's feet and begged for mercy, surely the redhead would see that David was 


sincere. 

A tray of food was brought to him a couple hours later. A big steak with a potato and fresh vegetables. 
Alongside the plate, a bottle of ice cold Coke. And next to that, a slice of cheesecake. David ignored the steak 
and cheesecake, even if his mouth watered for them. He had no appetite for them. He grew bored after that, 
almost wishing for Mustaine to come and dole out his punishment. He watched the sun go down and longed for 
Coal's company, longed for Dave's company, even. Wished to be back at the farm, in their tiny bed, with Dave's 


arms holding him close, keeping him safe. 


David decided that Mustaine was going to let him sweat it out for a while. He took off the robe and climbed 
into his bed, pulling the heavy blankets up around him. He wound his arms around one of the large, fluffy 
pillows and pushed his face into it, pretending it was Dave. 


"Goodnight," He murmured. "Have a good life. | love you." 


The soft, metallic sound of a key turning the lock made David's heart skip a beat. The door was thrown open 
and the light was flicked on. 


"Well, well, well. Look at my sweet lamb who found his way home." Mustaine muttered. 

David sat up and clutched the blankets around himself, blinking at the redhead. 

"Come on, then" 

"What?" 

"Come on. Let's get this over with." 

David realized what he was talking about and he paled. "Uh," He began pushing the blankets back and crawling to 
the edge of the bed. "Why don't you just come to bed with me, Dave? Let me make it up to you. | realize how 
terribly wrong | was to leave." Sitting up on his knees, he reached for the other man. "Come here. Why did you 
wait so long to come to me? I've been waiting for you all day." He pulled Dave down on top of him as he lay 
back on the bed 

"You look different.” Dave mumbled. 

"I wanted to look nice for you." David purred as he ran his hands all over Mustaine's body. 

Dave's eyes narrowed. "I don't like it” 


David stalled. "What don't you like?" 


"You're being too nice." 


David spread his legs and reached between their bodies to fondle Mustaine's groin. "I want you. I've missed this. 
Fuck me, Dave." He started to pull the redhead into a kiss when Mustaine pulled back, again eyeing him 


suspiciously. 
"You let the boxer fuck you." 


David swallowed but was determined to keep Dave out of this. He shook his head. "No. He left. As soon as we 


found our way out of the drainage system, he went his separate way." 

"And where's your fucking cat?" 

David bit his lip and turned away, doing his best to feign tears. "Ran away." 
Mustaine cooed and petted David's hair. "Poor baby. You've had an adventure." 


He turned back to look up into Mustaine's face. To David, he seemed genuinely concerned and slowly, his guard 
started to melt away. He leaned into the gentle hand in his hair. Every fiber in his body told him to keep his 
guard up. To be wary of whatever Mustaine had up his sleeve. But he couldn't help it. It felt good to be taken 
care of, to be touched so sweetly. David closed his eyes and Dave's face appeared in his mind's eye. Dave's 
long dark hair and big, brown eyes, and goofy smile. He kept that image and several other memories in his head 
as Mustaine pulled his shorts off and turned him over. 


He was left sprawled on the bed, covered in spit and blood and semen David fell asleep like that, drifting in and 
out, dreaming of his days with Dave. Dreaming of the gentle way Dave touched him and kissed him and spoke 
to him. He dreamed of the way Dave looked at him, like David was something special. Like David was a treasure 


worthy of being cherished. 


That was all it was. A dream. Nothing more. Another cruel way for Mustaine to taunt him, give him a glimpse 


of what life could really be like. 


How many hours passed, he had no idea. Food was brought in by someone who gasped when they saw him. 
Chester came in shortly after that and ordered David into the shower. He was ignored. Again, Chester came in 


and threatened David. 
"If he comes back and finds you like this, you'll regret it” 
David remained still, staring at the wall. 


"You leave me no choice." Chester said quietly and with a note of something in his voice. Regret? Pity? 
"Gentlemen, please help David into the shower. See to it that he's dressed and ready." 


The two hulking guards from the previous day stepped into the room and hauled David to his feet. He didn't 


bother to fight and struggle this time. He hung limply in their grasp. David was bathed and dressed and slung 
back onto the bed, where he lay back, staring at the ceiling. Chester gave him one last scowl before ushering 
the guards out of the room and locking the door behind him as he left. 


Lunch came. David ignored it. The sun went down David didn't notice. The door was opened and Chester 


reappeared. 

"Come on. On your feet." 

What was the point of refusing? It was going to happen anyway. David slowly stood and pulled on the bronze 
satin robe. Chester escorted him into Mustaine's office and straight into the glass room. Mustaine sat in his 
chair with a leg crossed over one knee and a glass of scotch in one hand. A tiny grin whispered over his lips as 
David was undressed and forced onto his hands and knees. 

"I believe | remember you begging me for this." 

A flash of anger flickered through David's hazel eyes. 

| shall always give you what you deserve, my darling.” 

The small door opened behind David and in stepped the garish woman and the large man. She wore nothing but 
a strap-on dildo and ugly facepaint, while a flogger hung from her hand. He let his baton swing in one hand 
while he held his large, thick cock in his other hand. 

All it took was a simple flick of Mustaine's hand. David was brutally beaten. The man and woman took turns 
raping him while Mustaine watched and pleasured himself. Abruptly, however, he called for them to stop and 
bring David to him. 

He was thrown down onto the floor at Mustaine's feet. Using the toe of his boot, he lifted David's head. 

"Look at me." 

Tear-stained but expressionless, hollow eyes peered up at the redhead. 


"Come up here and suck me." 


Slowly, wincing in pain, David lifted his body to his knees and leaned into Mustaine. He gently took the head of 


his cock into his mouth and suckled. 
"Harder!" The redhead barked and slapped David. 


The younger man closed his eyes and thought of Dave. He found happiness in imagining what it would have 


been like to pleasure Dave in such a way. He would have been gentle at first, lovingly kissing and licking the 


dark-haired one's cock that David just knew was gorgeous. He would have taken him deeper into his throat, 
spurred on by the noises Dave obviously would have been making because the man rarely ever shut up. David 
smiled around dick in his mouth. He would have liked to show Dave how talented he was, sucking him harder 


and faster, teasing him with his tongue and his lips, bringing Dave right to the edge and then pulling back. 


When he did that, however, he received another slap. "Just fucking make me come, goddamn it! What are you 
doing?" His head was grabbed with rough hands and forced down. He was held down as Mustaine thrust into 
him, deep into his throat, making him choke and sputter. David's throat was raw and throbbing when Mustaine 


finally pumped his seed into him. He was thrown back to the floor where David vomited up blood and come. 
"Oh, for fuck's sake." Mustaine grumbled. "You're fucking disgusting. Get out." 
After five nights of this, David was no longer David. He was broken and battered, a husk of a man. He didn't 


eat or speak. He took everything Mustaine handed out in empty silence. Even his vision of Dave had clouded 


over, like a reflection in murky water. 


Are You Sure You Want To Do This? 


Immediately after David was taken and Coal ran away, Dave and Doc followed Chester and the guards almost 
back to the building on Pearl Street. They watched and looked for an opportunity to ambush them and take 
David back but none arose, especially with the guards so heavily armed. When they returned to the farm, Coal 
was waiting on the porch for them, mewling and hissing, his ears flattened and his eyes wide. 

After a long night of trying to process what had happened, Dave collapsed into his empty bed. Coal mewled and 
butted his head against the side of Dave's. The man rolled to his side and looked at the cat's face. Big 
iridescent green eyes stared back at him. Dave reached out to stroke Coal's head, gently rubbing his ears. 

"| miss him, too. | should have told him. Should have said it." 

The cat mewled again and nipped at Dave's fingers. 

‘lm sorry." His voice cracked and he closed his eyes and sighed. "We're going to get him back. We will” 

Coal curled up in the nook of Dave's arm and he gently wrapped his other arm around the cat, cradling him 


close and pushing his face into Coal's soft fur. "David, | hope you can feel me. | hope you know that, somehow, 


I'm going to come and find you. | love you." 


Over coffee, Doc gave Dave a level stare. "Are you sure you want to do this?" 
The boxer solemnly nodded. "I want him back. He needs us to get him out of there." 
Doc nodded. "Okay, but if we go in, we're not just going in to get him. We're taking Mustaine out." 


Putting their memories together, they sat down and Doc drew out a map of all the drainage system tunnels 
and the underground. 


"But how can you and | take out him out? We need to get his people out first without him finding out" 


“That's what you will do first. | need you to sneak back in and get to your friends in there. Tell them that 


we've come to help." 


Dave laughed. "My friends. Do you think it was a coffee club in there, Doc? People weren't friends. They 
wanted to kick each other's asses. And what makes you think they're going to believe we're there to help?" 


"You must have had someone in there that watched out for you." 


"Yeah, David." 
"Someone in the underground.” Doc peered at him over his glasses. 
"I'll manage." Dave brushed him off. 


Doc dropped it and went on, "After you get everybody on board, | can take over and we can get to work on 


the core. You need to rally the men and get them to keep Mustaine's men away. By any means necessary." 


"What about David? How do we even know he's still alive?" Dave grumbled and raked his fingers through his 


hair. 

"What does your heart tell you?" 

He gave a small smile but said nothing. 

"We'll get him back." Doc said and gave Dave's hand a gentle, reassuring pat. 

From his drawn maps, Doc pinpointed where the core was. He also estimated the shortest distance from the 
drainage exit to the underground. The next two days were spent building. They took one of Doc's existing 
machines and modified it. The steam chimney were extended and the holes in the cylinder were drilled bigger. 


They went to the barter market and traded some vegetables and books for some wheels. The wheels were 


attached to the machine. 
"How will this work?" Dave asked. 


"You understand how a steam engine works, don't you? The water gets boiling and boiling and the steam is 


pushed through a cylinder to propel a piston to move the train forward." 

Dave nodded. 

"What do you suppose would happen if the steam was used to power a turbine?" 
The boxers expression changed as he imagined it. 

"Right." Doc smiled. "Ta-dal Electricity!" 

"But how will you get the steam to build up over there, in the underground?" 
"Same as we would anywhere. By boiling the water" 


"With fire?" 


"With coal.” Doc laughed when the cat meowed at him from its perch on the chair beside him. "Not you, cat. 
Although, we'll need your help, too. You will go find David and tell him we're coming, right?" 


"Doc, you don't have to do this. | mean, | don't think | could do it without you. I'm very, very grateful but .." 


Dave paused and swallowed around the lump in his throat. "you know he'll kill you if you he catches you." 
The older man took his glasses off and started to wipe the lenses as he considered. "I've lost my family 
because of what that man has done. | found a new one with you and David. If | lose my life while helping 
reunite you, so be it. Then I'll be reunited with my love, too. If | don't, then we three of us will live to see 
another day." 

Coal picked his head up and meowed. 


‘Sorry. Four." 


Doc and Dave were in the barn, loading tools and other supplies for constructing the turbine. Doc turned and 
shoved a half-constructed contraption aside and pulled up a tarp. Dave's eyes grew wide when he noticed the 
trap door in the floor. 

"Doc?" Dave curiously asked as he stepped in beside the other mon. 

"Help me with this cover." 

Together, they pulled back the heavy wooden cover and then Doc lowered himself into the cellar. Before Dave 
could lower himself in or even make up what was down in the deep, dark hole, the muzzle of a rifle was thrust 
into his face. Dave jumped back. 

"Doc? What the hell?" 

"Relax. It's not loaded. Take this." 


Several weapons were lifted to him and Dave took each one and laid it out on the barn floor. Two rifles, two 


semni-automatics, and two pistols, along with several boxes of ammunition Lastly, Dave pulled Doc back up. 
"Where the hell did you get all of this?" 

"One must be prepared 

When evening fell and the sun was low in the sky, the men and Coal started out for the city. They were 


dressed in several warm layers, hats and gloves on their heads and hands, thick wool socks on their feet, 


under their boots. There was a fine snow falling from the sky, adding a new, fluffy layer to what was already 


on the ground. Dave abruptly whooped as he pulled the steam engine behind him. 
"Doc?! What day is it?" 


Realization lit the older man's face. He appeared to count something out on his fingers. "It is! Dave, it's 


Christmas Evel" 

"Gonna get you back for Christmas, David, | promise." The boxer murmured. 

With the colder temperatures, the water in the drainage tunnels had tapered off to nothing but a small 
stream. Coal climbed down from Dave's shoulder and trotted ahead He would go ahead and check things out 
and then return to them before turning and forging farther ahead until they reached a fork in the tunnel. Doc 
took out the map he had drawn and looked it over. 


"This is where | must wait for now. You need to go back and find the people and Coal, you need to get to 
David." 


Dave gave him a weary look and then he pulled Doc into a hug. "Meet you at the core. And thanks again, Doc." 


"If anything goes wrong, you take David back to the farm, gather what you need, and take off, understand 


me?" 

fy |" 
; nol 

‘Doc, but no 


"But yes. | mean it, Dave. Run. Just go." 


Dave crept down the corridor, the pistol in one hand, hidden inside the pocket of his coat. He could some men 
snoring, some talking in low whispers. He passed the cells of some men who were awake but ignored him. He 
finally found the cell he was looking or and the man inside of it. 

"Tiny?" He hissed. 

"Tiny, it's me. Wake up." 

The man slumbered on, snoring loudly. 

"Tiny!" He gently tapped the butt of the gun against the bars. 


"What the fuck? Who is that? What do you want?" The large man rumbled. 


"Tiny, it's Dave. Wake up, buddy." 


"Dave? Little guy, big smile, ugly?" 

Dave laughed. "Yeah, that's me." 

"Said they killed you when you escaped" 

"Nope, l'm alive. Listen, | need help." 

"What?" 

"Come here. Get your big ass off the cot and come here, please?" He heard some shuffling and grunting and 
then gasped and jumped back when Tiny emerged from the darkness of the cell and stepped right up in front 
of him. He reached through the cell and clutched the man's large arm. "You look good, buddy. Listen, in the 
morning, things are gonna get fucked up but | need you. | need you tell the guys that we're taking the boss out 


and we want to use the core to provide everybody with electricity. We want to take the city back, okay? You 


want to see your Mama?" 
"You can do that?" 

"Only with your help, Tiny. Help us and | promise you'll get out of here. 
"What do | gotta do?" 


Dave quietly started to explain. He jumped again when Tiny's large hand slid through the bars and started 
patting him from his chest up to his face and head. "Satisfied? It's me." 


"Yeah, it's you. Still ugly, too, but skinny. Real skinny. Where you been?" 


"Not important, buddy. Focus, okay?" 


Coal stood outside of David's door. He pushed his little nose into the gap under the door and mewled as loud as 
he could. He reached a paw under and scratched at the edge of the carpet. 


Inside, David lay on the bed, staring into space, ignoring whatever was making that sound. 
Coal meowed louder, working both paws against the door. 
"Go away." David listlessly mumbled. 


But the cat was insistent. He mewled and scratched and meowed until he heard movement inside. David groaned 


as he sat up and moved to the edge of the bed. He was sure his mind was playing tricks on him. He briefly 
thought if it was, if this is what his life had come to, why bother going on? If not even his mind was a safe 


place to hide anymore, how could he go on? 

He got down on his hands and knees and lowered his head to the crack beneath the door. "I don't know what 
you want from me. I've already given up. Do you want me to end it all? Is that what you want? Please just 
leave me alone." 

A black paw reached under the door and touched David's nose. He gasped and started to cry. 

"Leave me alone! Go away! You're not reall” 

The paw became more insistent. 

"Coal is gone. He and Dave are gone. Gone forever." Dave sobbed, curling into a ball on the floor. 

The cat on the other side of the door hissed and reached up on its hind legs, batting a paw at the door handle. 
David picked his head up when he heard the handle jiggle, immediately pushing himself back, away from the 
door, afraid it was Chester come to get him again. When the door didn't open and the handle jiggled a little 
more, David took a deep breath. With a shaking hand, he reached for the handle and turned it. The door 
cracked open a little and Chester didn't barge through it. David sighed in relief. 


A black, fuzzy head with two large, emerald eyes poked through it and gave David a happy, little purr. 


tm Happy To See You 


"Coal?!" David shrieked and let out a coughing, surprised laugh. He scooped cat up and cradled him in his arms. 
"Coal! | thought | lost you! | thought you and Dave took off for Californial" He snuggled the cat and tears 


sprang to his eyes. "l'm so happy to see youl” 


Coal mewled and butted his head against David's chin before squirming out of his arms and hopping to the 


floor. He circled David twice and then ran over to David's closet. Coal loudly meowed. ‘Get dressed’ He said. 
David stood up and followed. "What? Clothes? | should put clothes on? Coal, where's Dave? Is Dave with you?" 


The sound of the door closing behind him made David whirl around. Dave stood there, leaning against the door, 


panting. "Dave's right here." He huffed as he caught his breath. 


The older man howled with joy as he threw himself into Dave's arms and covered his face with kisses. "You 


came! | thought you would just leave. You should have left!" 
Dave caught him with a little gasp and lifted David off of his feet, hugging him tightly. "How could | leave you, 
David? | love you." He set the smaller man down again and gently took his face in both hands. Dave gazed 


deeply into his eyes. "I love you." 


David's face crumbled and he started to cry again. He reached for Dave and tried to pull him into a kiss when 


Dave smiled softly and gently pushed him back. 


"No time, baby. We need to get you dressed and get out of here." He swept his thumb over the apple of 
David's cheek. "When we get out of here, though, I'm going to take your breath away." 


Coal stood next to the closet and mewled again. 

Dave smiled. "See? Coal's getting impatient with us." 

David quickly pulled on some clothes, a pair of jeans, a long sleeve shirt, a flannel shirt and a pair of heavy 
boots. He pulled a heavy coat on and then folded another and pushed it into Dave's hands. "For later. Is Doc 
with you?" 

Dave smiled and nodded. "He's downstairs, waiting for us." 

Coal hissed and jumped up on the bed, letting out a long, low yowl. Dave and David spun around. 

"How did | know we'd be seeing you again, boxer?" Mustaine leered as he slowly entered the room with two 


guards behind him. "And did | hear you correctly? The professor is waiting downstairs? What is he waiting 


for?" 


Dave took a step forward toward Mustaine but froze when the redhead raised his pistol. 


"Dave, just let them go. You have what you want. Me. Just let Dave go." David stepped around the boxer and 
stood in front of him. 


Mustaine laughed. "Want you, Junior? | don't want you. | own you. | own everything," He flicked his eyes back to 
the taller man. "Did you come to rescue him? Did you come because you love him? Junior, that's sweet." He 
sneered as he walked around the pair and then leaned closer, hissing loudly into David's ear. "What do you think 
he will think of you now? Have you showed him?" 


David flinched and lowered his head. "Fuck you." 


He laughed some more and quickly reached out and grabbed a handful of Dave's hair, yanking him forward. 
Just as quickly, David spotted a gun handle shoved into Dave's belt. He grabbed it and held it up in one shaking 
hand, aiming the barrel straight at Mustaine's forehead. 


"IIl Fucking kill you. | will kill you. Let him go." David snarled. 


Mustaine calmly smiled. "| did always like it best when you got feisty. These last couple days when you just lay 
there all listless were quite dissatisfying." The gun shook in David's hands and Mustaine laughed softly as he 
pulled Dave in front of him. "Careful, you don't want to shoot your boyfriend instead of me." 


Dave met David's eyes, giving him a soft smile. ‘Calm down; he silently told him. Ever so slowly, he shifted his 
eyes left and right and then let a dagger slide from his sleeve into his hand. 


David took a deep breath and slowly exhaled. His eyes flicked from Dave's to Coal, who sat on the edge of the 
bed. In a split second, the cat jumped on Mustaine's shoulder and attacked his face, clawing at him and biting 
him. Dave took the dagger and stabbed it into the redhead's thigh and then ducked out of the way to the right. 
David aimed the gun at one of the guards and pulled the trigger. Then he quickly shot the second guard. He 
was left facing Mustaine as he screamed and staggered and tried to grab Coal with one hand, firing the pistol 
blindly in the other hand. David took a deep breath and calmly squeezed the trigger. He shot the redhead in the 
chest. Coal jumped off as Dave lunged for the gun in his hand. Both Dave and David emptied their weapons into 


Mustaine, leaving him a crumpled, bloody mess on the floor. 
Dave dropped the gun and reached for one of his own from another holster under his arm. David stood, 


staring at the dead man. Coal jumped up on the bed and then up on David's shoulder, mewling and headbutting 
the side of his face. 


"We gotta go, baby. That gunfire is going to bring more guards.’ Dave tugged at David's arm but the smaller 


man wouldn't budge. "David!" 


"I killed him." 


"| know, sweetheart. Please, we gotta get going now." 


A glimmer of a smile twitched David's lips. "I fucking killed him!" He yelled and then laughed. He took Dave's hand 
and, as they stepped past the bodies on the floor, David kicked Mustaine. He kicked him once, then twice, then 
three times. "Fucking bastard!" 


Dave wound an arm around David's back and urged him out the door. "Baby, come on" He quietly said. 

Coal took off down the hall and led them to the air duct. 

"Wait!" David skidded to a stop. "The office. | need to get into the office." 

He turned to head down the hall in the opposite direction. Dave and Coal had no choice but to follow. David 
burst into the office and went directly to the safe. Dave stood by the door, keeping it cracked just a half inch 
and watching the hall. 


"David, hurry!" 


The combination to the safe was David's birthday. Not for any sentimental reasons, just because nobody knew 


it but Mustaine and David. 


"Do you have a bag or something?" David asked as he took out stack after stack of cash and gold and silver 
jewelry. He stuffed his pockets with as much as he could and then threw money and jewelry at Dave, who 
shoved it into his pockets. David also grabbed several files of documents. 


"These are the plans for the large hadron collider he's building up in the country. We need to take care of 
that, too." 


"David, baby, we gotta go." 

A door on the other side of the room swung open and the man and woman from the glass room stepped 
through. The man raised his fist over his head and screamed. Dave swung around and fired two shots, killing 
both of them. 


"David, now!" 


Chester stopped in the doorway of David's suite and was horrified to find Mustaine dead. He heard the two 
gunshots and immediately took off for the office, a crew of five guards trailing behind. 


Dave picked up Coal and put the cat on his shoulder. He handed another pistol to David. They had to get past 
Chester to get back to the air duct. 


"Ready?" Dave whispered. 


"Almost." David replied. "I love you, too." He gave Dave a kiss and then swiftly stepped out into the hall, firing 
the weapon and hitting Chester in the neck. 


"Shit!" Dave cried as he quickly pulled his last gun. With a shotgun in one hand and a pistol in the other, he 


walked beside David and continued to fire until all six bodies were on the floor. 


Dave dropped the shotgun and picked up one of the guards semi-automatics. 


Alarms sounded and guards ran around but they soon realized they had no leaders. By the time Dave and 
David reached the underground, David was stuffing cash into every hand he passed. They found Doc at the 
core, along with Tiny and a team of other men. David hugged Doc and pushed the rest of the money into his 
hands. 


"Everybody that would get in your way is dead. The place is yours." 
Doc looked at the money in his hands and then at the other man. "David?" 


He smiled and reached for Dave's hand. "We'll be at home." 


| Belong To Me Now 


As Dave and David and Coal emerged from the tunnel, David raised his hand to shield his eyes from the sun's 
glare off the fresh blanket of snow. Dave stopped and turned to him with a little smile on his lips. 


"Do you know what today is?" 


David immediately opened his mouth to answer and then closed it again, a deep frown lining his face. "No," He 


murmured. "| actually dont" 

The taller man smiled and wound his arms around David. "It's Christmas." 
He looked up, into Dave's smiling eyes. "It is?" 

Dave nodded. "Merry Christmas, beautiful.” 

David's face dropped as tears brimmed in his eyes. 

"What? No! No, don't cry. Oh, David." 


‘lm sorry." He murmured. "It's just none of this would have happened if .." He trailed off, turning to look 


around, taking in the beauty of his surroundings. 

"Hey," Dave softly said. "It's okay. It's over now." 

| was trying to find you a Christmas gift. | went to the market to find something because | wanted to give 

you something special. | found this old motorbike. It would have needed so much work but | thought you and 
Doc could definitely rebuild it. And then," He stopped and shook his head. "I'm so stupid. | thought you and me 
could take off to California like you wanted. And that's how | got caught. | should have listened to you!" 

The taller man smiled. "You were going to do that for me?" 

David nodded as he looked down at the snow beneath his feet. 

"Nobody's ever done that for me." 


He lifted his head to look at Dave. "Nobody's ever fucked up trying to get you a Christmas gift?" 


With a slight shake of his head, Dave grinned. "Nope. Nobody's ever listened to my hopes and dreams and tried 


to make them come true." 


"Oh, Dave." David wrapped his arms around the taller man's neck He covered his face with kisses before finding 


Dave's mouth and giving him a long, deep kiss. "Merry Christmas." 

Hand in hand, they made the journey back to the farm. They talked and made jokes and laughed and stopped for 
impulsive making out. Inside, they shed their heavy clothes and Dave made a fire. Coal curled up in a ball on 
the chair beside stove. He gave them a stare and mewled quietly before lowering his head and closing his eyes. 


"Safe to say he feels his work his done?" David laughed. 


"| think so." Dave murmured as he reached for David's hand. He gazed at the smaller man with a softness in 


his eyes. 
David's heart beat faster when Dave very gently began to lead him upstairs. He reluctantly entered the 
bedroom but stopped just inside the door when Dave dropped his hand. David watched with a somewhat pained 


expression on his face as Dave started to undress. 


Dave turned around and noticed David's hesitation. "Hey, it's okay. I'm not .we don't have to do anything you're 
not ready to do. Just let me hold you? | missed you so much and | worried | might not get you back" 


With a sad smile, David moved into the room and started unbuttoning his flannel shirt. When Dave crossed the 
room to stand before him, David shrugged out of the shirt and then placed his hands on Dave's chest, tilting 
his head slightly to look up at him. 


‘lm so lucky to have you, Dave." 


The taller man shook his head. "l'm the lucky one. Never had someone care about me so much. You saved my 


life." 

"And you saved mine." David smiled. 

"| think we should go live it, then, together." 

"In California?" 

Dave gave a soft laugh as he moved on hand over David's that still rested on his chest. "In California." 

The smaller man wound his arms around Dave and pulled him closer, leaning up and giving him a soft kiss. He 
then pulled back and started on the button and fly of his jeans. Dave hummed appreciatively and started taking 
his own jeans off. Once they were down to their shorts, they pair climbed into bed and pulled the blankets up 
around them. David snuggled into Dave's chest and lay quietly, his fingers gently stroking over the younger 


man's ribs. 


Dave twitched and giggled. "Hey!" He snuggled deeper into the blankets and wrapped both arms around David. He 
could feel the other man's tension in his rigid body. Dave stroked his hands over David's shoulders and down 


his back. "David," He whispered. “Please relax. It's okay now. Everything's going to be okay. | love you. Loved you 


for a long, lorg time. 
"| know" David began ‘It's just it's just that you don't know what." He sighed, unwilling to go any further. 
"Don't know what?" 

"Please, Dave. l'm not ready’ 

"Okay" He kissed David's hair and settled back into the pillows 

David closed his eyes and held his breath. After some time, he finally took a big deep breath, filling his lungs, 
and let it out slowly. "He „he did something to me" It was barely a whisper, almost as if he hoped Dave 


wouldn't hear him. 


But he did. He held David closer and murmured softly. "I can only imagine, my darling. It's okay. It's over. I've 
got you." 


"No, | mean he did something that's not going to go away." 

Dave picked his head up to look at David. "What do you mean?" 

Keep his gaze locked with Dave's, David pulled out of his embrace and slid from the bed. He turned his back on 
the younger man and grasped the waistband of his shorts in both hands. With a shuddering breath, he pushed 
them down just an inch or so before turning to glance over his shoulder. Dave had now sat up and was looking 
at David with concern and fear in his eyes. 

Downstairs, the door opened and closed. David snapped his underwear back in place and spun around to look at 
Dave. Dave put his finger to his lips, telling David to be quiet. He slipped from the bed and padded softly to the 
door, opening it just a crack and peering out. Nothing. 

Its probably just Doc being quiet so he doesn't interrupt .uh.." Dave realized what that sounded like. 

A look of surprise flashed across David's face before he blushed and quietly chuckled. 

"lll just go make sure its him." 

Dave bounced down the stairs in his boxer shorts and found Doc in the kitchen, brewing a pot of coffee. 


"Thought you'd still be over there." 


‘It's Christmas," Doc smiled. "Told them all to go be with their families. We can get a fresh start tomorrow." 


Dave shook his head. "You did it. You really saved us all, Doc. Thank you." 


The old man lifted his head from the coffee to look at Dave. "Tiny said he wants to see your ugly face first 


thing in the morning." 

With a chuckle, Dave replied, "I think that can be arranged. He go home to his Mom?" 
Doc nodded. 

"Good" 

"How's David?" 

"Shaken up but okay, | think" 

‘I'm sorry | came home." Doc grinned. 


Dave shrugged. "Your hearing's not all that great. We'll keep it down" He turned to go back upstairs when Doc 


called his name. Dave turned turned back, "Yeah?" 
"Merry Christmas." 
"Merry Christmas, Doc." 


He returned to find David curled up in a ball under a mountain of blankets. Dave climbed back into bed and 


pressed his body against David's back, winding his arms around the smaller man. 
"Doc gave everybody today off” He whispered into David's ear. 


That made him smile. He pulled one hand out from under the pillow and took Dave's and brought it to his lips. 
David kissed Dave's fingers, one by one and then lay a small kiss inside his palm. Dave nuzzled his face into 
David's soft, long hair and pressed his nose against his neck. Cautiously, Dave stuck his tongue out and very 
softly licked David's warm skin. When it earned him a little moan, Dave did it again, this time trailing his tongue 


up underneath David's ear. 

"That's good." David sighed and bent his head forward, giving Dave more access. 

The younger man swept his hair to the side and pressed his parted lips to David's neck. He gently suckled and 
flicked his tongue against it. David slowly uncurled and settled onto his back, pulling Dave over top of him. He 
gazed into the deep, dark brown eyes that looked at him with such love and care. David raised a hand and 


swept it over Dave's hair, tucking a lock behind his ear. Such a gorgeous soul. Such a warm, passionate man. 


"Why don't you have any family? Why don't you have a lover waiting for you back in California?" 


Dave smiled and gave a little shrug. "Never found the right person, | guess." 
"And you think Im the right person?" 

The smiled widened. "Oh, baby, | know you're the right person" 

His cheeks flushed again and David shook his head. "How do you know?" 


"I just know." He murmured and lowered his head to kiss David. "I knew it when | first saw you. | knew it the 
night he put me in the glass cage and you fought him because of me. | knew it the night you came down to 
make sure | was okay. And | knew it when you kissed me in the orchard. David, I'm yours if you'll have me. | 


love you." 


David took a deep breath and let it out in a slow, shuddering exhale. Tears pooled in his eyes and spilled over 
the sides of his face. "I love you. And | don't mean this to hurt you in any way, but I'm not yours. I'm mine. | 
belong to me now." 


The younger man smiled and kissed away David's tears, slowly pressing his lips to one side of his face before 


moving to the other. "As it should be." 


"You're such a good man. Such a good, decent, amazing man" David began. "I need to show you something, 


though, before you decide that I'm .." He sighed. "That I'm the one you want" 


Gently, David pushed at Dave's shoulders, urging him to slide off of him, to the side. David pulled the blankets 
back and slowly turned over, onto his stomach. He reached behind himself and pulled at the waistband of his 
shorts, pulling them down to sit under his ass, on top of his thighs. He sniffled and mewled, choking back the 
sob that threatened to break free. 


Dave sat up and stared. "Oh, David. Oh, baby. I'm so sorry! I'm so sorry he did that" 


Emblazoned on David's left ass cheek was a big, angry, reddened M in the same shape as his logo. Mustaine 
had branded David, claiming ownership of him. The skin was raw and bright red. There was bruising around it, 


turning purple and yellow. 


Carefully, with a shaking hand, Dave reached out. "Can | touch it? Does it hurt? We should get Doc to look at 


it. Maybe he can make a cream or ." 


Now, David was sobbing. He nodded as tears spilled over and he cried out. "He .he didn't do it .didn't do it 
himself, even. Those two. He held me down while she did it" 


Dave's heart broke as he pulled back and stroked the hand over David's hair, instead. "Shh. It's okay, baby. You 


don't have to tell me." 


"He fucking jerked off while they did it" David picked his head up to look at Dave. "And | thought of you. | 
thought of that night and how you didn't scream or yell. You stayed silent. So did |." 


As much as it shamed David, he agreed to let Doc have a look at the wound. Doc mixed up a thick, pasty salve 
to apply to it, which Dave did for him every day. Each day that passed, the wound began to look better 

although the mark would not go away. It would stay as a bitter reminder of what David had gone though. Each 
day, however, Dave's hands grew bolder and he began to massage and caress David, moving from his buttocks 


to his back and shoulders and then down each one of David's legs. 

Hands moved slowly over warm, smooth skin. Dave's eyes moved as lovingly over David as his hands. He leaned 
down and pressed a small kiss to the dip in David's back. When he heard David sigh, he pressed on, moving his 
lips up his spine. Very slowly, Dave stretched his tall body out beside David and then continued kissing him. He 
moved across one shoulder and down David's arm. He pressed his parted lips to David's flank and playfully gave 
him a light nibble. His hand, meanwhile, had begun to massage and knead the ass cheek that was unmarked. 
David moaned and rolled his hips, pushing back against Dave's hand. "That's good. Feels good" 

The younger man said nothing and continued to explore David's body with his mouth and hand. Eventually, he 
moved to kneel between David's spread legs and bend over him, using his tongue to lick and flick between 
David's cheeks. 

"Dave." 

He immediately lifted his head. "Do you want me to stop? I'm sorry." 


"No. God, no." David lifted his head and gave the other man a soft smile. "Make love to me." 


Dave pushed up and leaned over David's back, giving him a soft kiss. "My beautiful baby. | am making love to 
you." 


One Life. Our Life. 


David sighed and melted into the bed. Dave grinned and grabbed a pillow. He kissed the older man's shoulder 
before sliding back down. He carefully pulled David's midsection from the bed and stuffed the pillow underneath 
him. 

"Promise to tell me if | do something you don't like." 

"| promise. Just keep doing what you were doing" David lifted his head to look back at Dave with a litle grin 
Dave was slow and gentle. He used his lips and tongue to kiss and tease David, making him moan and roll his 
hips. He grinned when David arched his back and pushed his ass out. Dave used a slick finger to carefully 
prepare David. He was intent upon making sure David knew what it felt like to make love. He moved from the 
bed and undressed, giving David a gentle smile, his cheeks flushing pink as he watched David watch him. 


"You have an amazing body, Dave." 


The younger man just shrugged and shook his head. "Its nothing compared to yours. You're beautiful, David" 


He slid over David, again covering his back and shoulders with soft kisses. "You're so beautiful." 
With a smile of his own, David closed his eyes and scrunched up his nose. "Say it one more time." 
“Beautiful” Dave repeated before pushing up to kiss David's cheek. 


As he did that, his cock slid against David's ass. Dave purred in his ear as he continued to rock his body. He 
used his arms to push himself up and duck his head in order to watch himself. 


"David?" 

The older man responded with a quiet moan. 
"Is it okay if | ..?" 

"Yes. Oh, god, Dave, please." 


As careful and gentle as possible, Dave pressed himself into David, moving just a little at a time. He lowered 


himself against David's back and rocked slowly, groaning softly into his ear. 
"You're amazing. Feel incredible. Oh, David" 


David moved underneath him, pushing up to meet each slow thrust. He lifted his head and turned, searching 
for Dave's lips to give him a deep, hungry kiss. He could feel his body awakening, opening up rather than 


shutting down and trying to lock the other man out. 

They moved so that David could lie on his back and see Dave. The younger man leaned over him, gently pushing 
back inside of David. He smiled before wrapping both arms under the smaller man and pulling him against his 
chest. David wound his arms around Dave's neck and together, they rocked. 

‘| love you." David murmured so softly. 

Dave leaned down and kissed him. "I love you more," He whispered against his lips. 

If | ask you to do something, will you?" 

"Of course. I'll do anything for you." 


With a tiny, sheepish grin, David asked, "Go faster?" 


He picked his head up and stared at David for a moment, a joyous smile spreading across Dave's lips. He 


started to thrust himself deeper and faster into David 

The bed springs squeaked loudly, the metal headboard bounced against the wall. Downstairs, in the chair beside 
the stove, Coal picked his head up and looked at the ceiling before he stood, stretched, and hopped down off 
the chair. Doc put his book down and decided to go check on something in the barn 


"David! Oh, fuck!" Dave grew progressively louder as he drove into the smaller man who now wrapped his legs 


around his hips and clung to him. 

"Keep going! God, Dave, please keep going!" 

When he was close, Dave pulled out and slid himself against David. He reached a hand down and stroked them 
together until they peaked and then Dave slowly lowered himself against David's chest. He nuzzled David's neck 
as he panted and mewled. 


"So good. Oh, baby. You are fucking incredible and | love you so much." 


David sighed happily as he stroked his hands over Dave's hair and his back. "Thank you, Dave. Thank you for 


loving me and making me feel alive again. You'll never know how much that means to me." 


Coal meowed and both men turned to look. The cat sat beside them with a smug grin on his face. He moved 


onto a pillow, curled up in a ball, and lay his head down 
"Do you want to hear something weird?" David asked. 


Dave moved behind him and pulled the blankets up around them before he wrapped David up in his arms. 


"Hmm?" 


"Mustaine gave Coal for Christmas last year. That's how he got his name. And it seems like ever since Coal 
met you, he's been trying to push us together. Do you think that's weird?" 


Dave lifted his head to look at the cat for a moment. "I think there's something incredibly special about Coal. | 
think it's strangely ironic that he gave the cat to you and then Coal helped free you from him. But | don't 
think it's weird. Coal loves you, David" Dave snuggled deeper and found David's neck with his lips. "And so do |." 
The older man smiled softly and reached a hand back to Dave's head. "Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Lets go to California. | mean it. | want to go." 


"Now?!" 


He laughed. "No, not now! | mean in the spring or something. We'll get the plant up and running and get some 


sort of life back in this city and then take off. We have a life to live now, right?" 


"One life. Our life." 


Dave and Doc worked to get the plant fully functional while David worked to get the proper personnel in place 
to ensure that the electric power was routed to everybody in the city. Every step they took made David so 
proud. 


He found Dave and gently led him away, promising Doc and Tiny that they'd get him back when he was done 
with him. 


"But I'll never be done with you." David grinned as he took Dave's hand. 
"| hope not." 


He led Dave to the back of the building and opened a door to reveal a massive garage which held, not only the 


Rolls Royce, but a Hummer and a small box van. 
"You were holding out on me!" 
David laughed. "I was not holding out on you. | just enjoyed the long walks in the snow with you." 


Dave dropped David's hand and walked over to the Rolls Royce. He let his hand over over the chrome grill. 


"What do you think about going to California in this?" 


David stepped in alongside of him. He gazed at the car, recalling the last time he rode in it. "Seems fitting 
somehow. This was just another symbol of his greed. Let it become a symbol of our determination to live 


free." 


Epilogue 


Coal would not have it any other way. He was nestled into a pouch strapped to Dave's chest. Behind Dave sat 


David, his arms wound tightly around the younger man's waist. The motorcycle was pointed due west and didn't 


stop until it hit the sand. David's smile was a mile wide as the tilted his head back and let the sun warm his 


face. 
Dave pulled the bike to a stop and killed the engine. He turned to David and grinned. "How was that?" 
"Amazing!" 


After David got off the bike, Dave lifted Coal from the carrier and handed the cat to David, who set him down. 


As soon as the cat hit the sand, he was off to explore. 
"Don't go very far, Coal." 

The cat turned and gave a loud meow. 

"Okay, fine." 


David was still chuckling at the cat when he turned back to Dave. He watched the taller man slowly stand up 


and swing his leg over the motorcycle. 
Dave took his helmet off and smiled at David. "We did it." 


He melted against Dave's chest. "You did it. You got us all the way across the country and now here we are at 
the beach! It's just like you promised me." He reached a hand up to slide against Dave's cheek. "You made all 


my dreams come true, boxer." 
Dave's eyes sparkled as he gave David a little grin. "Almost all." 


He took David's hand and pulled him toward the surf. At the edge of the water, Dave bent and pulled David's 
shoes and socks of, one foot at a time. David clutched the younger man's shoulders and laughed when Dave 
tickled his toes. Dave took his own shoes off and picked up David's hand again. 


"Ready?" 
"Absolutely." 
Together, they stepped forward, into the Pacific Ocean. David yelped when Dave pulled him into his arms and 


lifted him, spinning around in a circle. David wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and let out a loud peel of 


laughter. When he set David down again, Dave wore an impish little grin. 


"What?" 


The younger man slowly pulled something from his shirt pocket. With an arched eyebrow, he revealed a small, 


neatly rolled joint to David 
"Where did you get that?! 

"| have my sources" 

"Dave!" 

Dave giggled softly and pulled a lighter from the pocket of his jeans. "Sure you want to do this?" 

"Absolutely" 

They moved back up the beach, toward the bike, and sat down in the sand. Dave lit the joint and took a long 
drag before passing it to David. He grinned as he let the smoke out slowly, watching David take just a tiny hit 
After a moment, he slid closer to David and draped an arm across the smaller man's shoulders. 

"So, what now?" 

"Anything we want" 

"| have everything | want right here 


David looked at Dave with a smile. "Me, too." 


Coal walked up and dropped a small fish at David's feet. He gave David the most proud, smug expression as he 


sat down. 


"| guess he does, too." 


